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A new world is coming! The New World, in fact. Since we. 
last spoke, the name of the new series of Torchwood has 
been announced, along with the writers, and various other 
titbits of information. It's all frightfully exciting, and we've 
got a round-up of all the news starting on page six, just in 
case you missed anything. 


But Torchwood magazine was never just about reporting 
the news. We like to make it, too! So, from page 16, you'll 
find a bumper interview with Torchwood: The New World's 
executive producer and proud new mum, Julie Gardner! 
She gives us the lowdown on what's been going on in the 
writers' room, and who she thinks is "young, sexy and 
challenging"... (Clue: it's not me.) С 
Also making headlines this issue is Torchwood author 
James Goss, with his history of the show's lost episodes: 
those stories that were commissioned, but which never 
became completed Torchwood adventures — or did so in 
avery different form than originally intended! Find out how 
Gwen was very nearly killed by cheese from page 32. 


We've also got brand new fiction from former Torchwood 
producer Richard Stokes, Andrew Pixley's complete guide to 
the series two classic Something Borrowed, and a brilliant 
new comic strip called Hell House. It's got a house init 
From Hell! 


Finally, in less happy news, the next issue of Torchwood 
magazine with be the last for а while. Everything changes, 
and with the TV show on its way back as a BBC/Starz 
co-production, there's a whole new worid of merchandising, 
to be worked out, and plenty of new projects in the pipeline. 
Hopefully, by this time next year, interest in the series will 
be at an all-time high, and Torchwood magazine will rise 
again — whether with the same old team or in a whole new 
guise. For now, however, it's been a blast, and I'll see you 
back here for Torchwood magazine #25 in two months’ 
time. We're hoping to go out with something a bit special 
You won't want to miss it 


The end is where we start from! 
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А NEW SHORT STORY BY KATE ORMAN 
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All the latest news on Torchwood: Тһе New 
World! Such as, did you know it's called 
Torchwood: The New World? You did? Oh, 
well, splendid. There is more. Promise. 


Your letters, and details of the next issue. 


Look at lovely Toshiko Sato being lovely. 
Aww. Bless. 


She's been Torchwood executive producer 
since the very beginning, and now she's 
travelled around the globe to create The 
New World! 


It's Gwen versus lanto in this brand new 
short story from Kate Orman, with art by 
Ben Willsher! 


Story sleuth James Goss tracks down the 
Torchwood TV adventures that fell through 
the cracks, reveals exclusive script extracts, 
and talks to the writers behind them! 


A familiar old friend pays lack an unwanted 
visit in this new short story by former 
Torchwood producer Richard Stokes, with 
art by Mike Dowling. 


Top telly expert Andrew Pixley uncovers 
the production secrets behind the wedding 
of the century! 


facebook 


It's no manor from heaven in this 
new adventure by Roger Gibson and 
Vince Danks! 


A look back at the best celebrity 
sayings from (nearly) 25 issues of 
Torchwood magazine! 


Pure poetry 
from James Goss, 
with art by Adrian Salmon. 


Your opportunity to nominate the 
best-ever moment from three series 
of Torchwood terrificness! 


It's not just the Nostrovite that packs 
a metamorphosized surprise! 


Don't 
forget to visit 
www.facebook.com/ 
torchwoodmagazing 
ta join our official 
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NEW WORLD ORDER! 
WRITERS AND CHARACTER BIOGS RELEASED FOR NEW SERIES 


Buffy The Vampir 


Lots has happened in the world of Torchwood 
since last issue! Not only has the new series 
acquired a subtitle, but also a complete writing 
team! A series synopsis has also been released 
by the BBC's co-production partner, Starz, along 
with biographies for the main characters. 

The new series will be called Torchwood 
The New World, following the style of last year's 
Torchwood: Children Of Earth. The full title is 
intended to distinguish the series from previous 
ones, and highlight the new, international 
direction that Torchwood is taking. Speaking to 
Torchwood magazine elsewhere in this issue, 
executive producer Julie Gardner describes it as 
"the perfect title." 

Alongside Gardner's fellow executive 
producer Russell T Davies as lead writer, the 
writers of The New World have also been named 
as follows: 


JANE ESPENSON After writing and producing 
episodes of Buffy The Vampire Slayer, earning 
a Hugo Award along the way, Espenson worked 
on Gilmore Girls, the reimagined Battlestar 
Galactica and Dollhouse. More recently, she has 
served as executive producer on the Galactica 
spin-off, Caprica. Espenson is expected to write 
three of the 10 episodes of The New World, and 
says of her work on Torchwood: "| love blending 
tones -mixing the broadly comedic moment 

in with the darkly dramatic one can heighten 
both. Torchwood is a show that welcomes that 
kind of moment." 


6 токсниоор 


DORIS EGAN Something of a television legend, 
Egan has worked on almost 150 episodes of 
different US shows. She currently works on the 
Hugh Laurie series House, where she has 
contributed to more than three-quarters of the 
episodes to date. She has also written and 
produced episodes of Dark Angel, Numb3rs and 
the Superman prequel series, Smallville 


JOHN FAY The writer of Children Of Earth Day 
Two and Day Four, Fay has written for the British 
soap operas Brookside and Coronation Street, 
as well as the drama serials Clocking Off, Blue 
Murder and Robin Hood. He says of the new 
series: “I'm very excited about The New World. 
Like anything in life you can rest on your laurels, 
or you can try to push on again and achieve 
something new. That is what Russell has done 
On Children Of Earth һе had a very clear and 
defined vision, but what he has outlined for The 
New World is equally, if not more, ambitious 
than before.” 


JOHN SHIBAN Emmy Award-nominated Shiban 
has written and produced episodes of genre 
classics The X-Files and Supernatural, and 
currently works on the hit TV shows Breaking 
Bad and The Vampire Diaries. 


As for what to expect from the series itself, the 
information revealed by Starz (see right) may 
provide some clues 

For more from Julie Gardner, turn to page 16. 


IT'S YOUR BIG 
SCIENCE FICTION 
SUPERBASE OF 
TORCHWOOD NEWS! 


COMPILED BY MARK MCKENZIE-RAY 


TORCHWOOD: 
THE NEW WORLD 


Starz series synopsis 

When CIA agent Rex Matheson investigates 
a global conspiracy, he finds himself 
unearthing a threat which challenges the 
entire human race. The answers seem to 
ie within an old, secret British institute, 
known only as Torchwood. But Torchwood 
was destroyed, years ago, and the keys 
to the institute are held by its only two 
survivors — former police officer Gwen 
Cooper, who has long since disappeared 
along with her husband and child, and 
the mysterious Captain Jack Harkness, a 
man whose history seems to stretch 
back centuries. 

With Rex under attack from all sides, 
in both the US and the UK, he soon 
discovers there are forces at work within 
every level of society, determined to stop 
Torchwood's return. As a chain of events 
across the world links together the most 
disparate and unlikely individuals — 
including a surgeon, a killer, senators and 
CEOs — a new Torchwood team takes 
shape. But this time, the threat is much 
closer to home, as they realise that their 
greatest enemy is mankind itself. 


ዘ///”/ 


feels every death. It hurt: 


k f | d h ШЕЛ k h А: It, he’s 
CAPTAIN JACK HARKNESS (Jahn Barrowman) or: ior салыт asa eu 


lived many lives. He's been a conman, a ti 


Jack looks like a hero. But he’s so much more than that... more a rogue than a villain, because his perspective on human life makes 
He's American, handsome, with a killer smile and a classic coat. But you don't him appreciate this world all the more 

expect heroes to be this much fun. He's witty, fast, subversive and there's a Jack once ran the Torchwood Institute, a British organization dedicated 
reason for that glint in his eye - he'll sleep with women, he'll sleep with men; 10 fighting the strange and bizarre. He was king of his own little world for 
if aliens invade, he'll sleep with them too. Got a problem with that? Tough! а while, the happiest he'd ever been. But Torchwood fell. His friends were 


His dashing style hides a secret. There are mysteries about Jack - a man going killed. The Institute closed down, and Jack disappeared, to start yet another 
under his name seems to have a history stretching back to World War ll, ог of his many new lives. And yet... The only thing that could call Jack Harkness 
even earlier, to the 19th Century, the 18th. back is his unstated love for Gwen Cooper, And when a new, 
Truth is, Jack Harkness is immortal. A fixed point in time and space. The еріс danger affects the whole planet, Jack finds himself 
‘only one of his kind. For thousands of years, he has never been able to Фе. back at the centre of events, fighting not just 
When killed, he comes back to life — seconds later. Though his tragedy is, he for his own life, but for everyone on Earth. 
nd so does the passage of time. He can never But this time, are the stakes too high? 


GWEN COOPER (Eve Myles) 


All Gwen wants is a quiet life. Honest. 
She's Welsh, lives in Seclusion, far away from the city, on a cliff top in the wilds of South Wales 
with her devoted husband, and baby Anwen = its a rural idyll. And its a lie. Gwen is in 
hiding, because she once lived the most extraordinary life. She was the heart and 
soul of an organization called Torchwood, a freelance band of fighters who fought 
the strange and unexplained. She was a defender of the human race. 

But no more. Torchwood was destroyed. Her colleagues died, or fied. And Gwen 
hid herself away, for the rest of her life, to protect her loved ones. But knowing, 
just knowing, that one day trouble would come calling again. 

She lives the ultimate double life: the funny, salty, earthy woman who loves 
home and family, combined with the tough, ruthless warrior, who loves the 
thrill of the fight. She's both selfish and selfless. And never doubt it — when 
Gwen's ina crisis, she is magnificent. Gun in both hands, baby strapped to her 
chest, she'll run and fight and never give up. 

It's passion, in the end: Gwen's all about passion. She loves her man, she 
loves her child, she loves this mad old world, and maybe she loves Captain Jack 
Harkness just a little too much. But when the events of this story push Gwen 
to the limit, she'll need to call on resources she never knew she had, to take 
action and make the most terrible decisions, on behalf of all mankind 


REX MATHESON 


He's 28, the golden boy. 
Has been all his life. Harvard education, fast-tracker in the CIA, destined 
for success. Though he's never taken it easy — Rex hustles, seduces and 
campaigns to get where he is today. He can talk his way into anything, 
then charm his way out, fast. He's made a lot of enemies, but his 
friends and lovers would defend him to death. His choice of career is 
significant. Someone like Rex could make a fortune in Wall Street, 
or Hollywood. But choosing the CIA says a lot about him: that for all 
his swagger, he does believe in justice. And will fight for it. 

Slowly but surely, we see him make friends. He's thrown 
together a bunch of people known as Torchwood, the only 
people who might have the answer to a global mystery. 
To Rex, at first, they're a bunch of freaks. Welsh women 
and World War Il captains; what's that about? But 
as they race from one crisis to another, dodging 
assassins, blackmail, corruption and conspiracy, 
from Washington to Wales and the slums of 
Shanghai, Rex forges friendships in the heat 
of fire. He learns to trust his new colleagues. 
And they realize that this dangerous, dazzling, 
reckless man is the best friend they could 
ever have, in a world going to hell 

They frighten us, men like Rex. We wish we 
were him; we never will be 


TORCHWOOD @ 


IT'S GDL VS BLE ON THE TEE! 


Gareth David-Lloyd may have wieleded a hockey stick in 
Torchwood, but he was armed with a golf club when 
he took on Welsh rappers Goldie Lookin' Chain 
during September! 

The Newport pop stars organised their own 
celebrity golf tournament on Sunday 25 September to 
coincide with the Ryder Cup coming to Wales for the 
very first time, As well as Gareth David-Lloyd and 
members of the band, other celebrities taking part included 
Olympic sprinters Jamie Baulch and Matt Elias, and members of Super 
Furry Animals and The Automatic 

“Тһе Ryder Cup is one of the most exclusive competitions,” said СІС member 
Rhys Hutchings. "Lots of people won't be able to go and see how much fun 
watching and taking part in golf is. So we decided to put on a competition for 
Newport that the people will be able to be involved in and be a part of.” 

Two hundred spectators turned up to see the charity event at Caerleon Golf 
Club, which was won by Matt Elias. The day was rounded off with performances 
from GLC and other local bands. 


JOHN BARROWMAN'S SALE OF THE CENTURY 


John Barrowman and his partner Scott Gill held a garage sale at their home in Wales in August, as the pair 
decided to de-clutter with a vengeance! The event attracted hundreds of locals keen to grab a bargain and 
a brush with celebrity, and a percentage of all proceeds went to charity. 

Among the items on offer were numerous items of Torchwood and Doctor Who memorabilia, racks of 
clothes and items of furniture. The star of stage and screen advertised the sale locally with flyers saying, 
"Everything must go — spread the word”, and offered to sign any purchases for an extra 1 on the ticket price. 

"m justa regular citizen holding a normal garage sale to clear out a load of old junk and raise money 
for charity," he told website WalesOnline. 

On the day, lucky purchasers snapped up Captain Jack action figures, signed copies of Torchwood scripts 
and Barrowman's three-year-old, blue Peugeot 407 estate, which was on sale for just under £7,000. An 
England football shirt attracted less interest in the Cardiff suburb, however, and the spring-cleaning couple 
ended up giving it away. 

Barrowman's agent, Gavin Barker, assured fans that despite the sale, the Torchwood star had no plans to 
move out of the area permanently when The New World begins filming in America next year. 

А percentage of the proceeds from the garage sale were donated to Ty Hafan, a children's hospice in the 
Vale of Glamorgan, that provides care and support for children with terminal illness. To find out more about 
Ту Hafan, visit their website at: 
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AND GORMAN: REBORN! 


Naoko Mori is set to return to the world of science fiction in 
а new drama pilot, according to reports in the US. 

Three Inches follows a team of people with seemingly 
mundane superpowers, who use their gifts to extreme effect, 
‘Mori will play a woman who can duplicate and recite any 
sound she hears, alongside Noah Reid as Walter Spackman, 
a 20-something underachiever with the ability to move any 
object three inches using his mind; and Stephanie Jacobson 
as Watts, a beautiful ‘super’ hero who can shape the emotions 
of those in close range. The pilot is produced by Fox TV 
Studios and Landscape Entertainment for the SyFy Channel. 


In other casting news, Burn Gorman will play а character 
called Slater in Johnny English: Reborn, a sequel to the 
2003 film, set for release in 2011. Rowan Atkinson reprises 
the title role as а hapless spy, alongside Gillian Anderson 
and Dominic West. Gorman previously starred with Rowan 
Atkinson in the West End musical Oliver during 2009. 


John Barrowman has lent a ‘paw’ to unwanted cats as part of a new drive to raise money for Cats 
Protection. He is one of many famous faces taking part in the Celebrity Paws Auction, which 
sees stars draw around their hand, sign it, and style it in their own unique way, before the 

resulting ‘paws’ are sold on eBay. 
“We are incredibly grateful to John 
for taking part in this year's auction,” 
said Kate Bunting, PR Manager for Cats 
Protection. “We think his paw print 
would make the ideal Christmas 
present for one of his many fans 
“Each drawing is totally unique 
and completely authentic so we 
hope bidders will be keen to 
bag a bargain while helping to 
raise money for the thousands 
of unwanted cats and kittens 
in our care. 
Cats Protection is the UK’s 
leading feline welfare charity, 
helping more than 200,000 cats 
and kittens per year. In previous 
years, the Celebrity Paws Auction 
has raised several thousand 
pounds, and the charity hopes 
that this year’s event will be the 
biggest ever. 
Other ‘purrsonalities’ adding 
their paws to the cause include 
Twilight star Kellan Lutz and Gavin 
And Stacey's Joanna Page. 
For more information about the 
Celebrity Paws Auction, which takes 


place in December, visit the Cats ‹ OWN 
Protection website at: www.cats.org.uk ally s mo 
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EVE MYLES STARS IN NEW WELSH DRAMA 


Eve Myles' long-awaited BBC series The Fabulous Baker Boys looks set finally to hit screens later this 
year, with filming now complete on the three-part Welsh drama. 

The series was first announced in 2008, and is written by Torchwood and Doctor Who scribe 
Helen Raynor, alongside playwright Gareth Owen. It stars Eve Myles as Sarah, and Steve Meo (Josh 
in Random Shoes) as Rich. In a 2008 BBC press release, Torchwood creator Russell T Davies was 
also named as creative consultant on the project. 

"This is a brilliant and shining idea, and Welsh right down to its bootstraps," Davies 
was quoted as saying. Helen Raynor added: "Being able to build оп all the successes 
of recent years by making a truly home-grown 'grass roots' drama is a real privilege." 

The Fabulous Baker Boys is set in the present day, in a small Welsh town where 
the local factory is threatened with closure. The series follows the challenges faced 
by the workers and their families as they battle against the odds to keep their 
community alive. 

The series is not connected to the 1989 movie of the same name, starring 
Jeff and Beau Bridges and Michelle Pfeiffer. 


STOKES STRIKES BACK! 


Former Torchwood producer Richard Stokes makes his debut as 
a Torchwood writer this issue, penning the Leonardo da Vinci-themed 
story Cultural Firsts, beginning on page 44. 

Stokes produced the first two series of Torchwood, before moving 
to ITV to launch Law & Order: UK, starring Freema Agyeman, who 
played Martha Jones in Torchwood and Doctor Who. In October, he 
also saw his first credit as a TV writer, on the Law & Order episode 
Masquerade. 

Law & Order: UK is a hotbed of former Torchwood talent, 

a writing team including Catherine Tregenna and lead by Chris 
Chibnall, and directors Andy Goddard, Mark Everest and James 
Strong all having helmed episodes. The series continues on ІТУІ 
in 2011 


M The new series of The Sarah Jane Adventures is also on air у 
now, including episodes by Torchwood scribes Phil Ford, 

Joseph Lidster and Russell T Davies. For more information, 

go to: www.bbc.co.uk/sja 


COE BREAKS RECORDS 


Тһе runaway success of Torchwood: Children 
OF Earth is recognised in the new Guinness 
Book Of World Records 2010. Alongside 

a whole two pages about parent show 
Doctor Who, Torchwood is recognised as 
the highest rated sci-fi mini-series of 2009, 
based on a review score of 80/100 on the 
website metactitic.com, which aggregates 
review scores from across the web. Guinness 
World Records 2010 is out now. 


O токсниоор 


JOHN BARROWMAN 
BROUGHT DOWN TO SIZE! 


Torchwood star John Barrowman came face 
to face with Captain Jack Harkness at last year's 
San Diego Comic-Con - only to find he looks 
much smaller in real life! 

These pictures from the event in July 2009 
show John giving his seal of approval to the 
highly detailed 17-inch doll of his Torchwood 
character, made by award-winning doll makers 
the Tonner Doll Company. Tonner have recently 
added Doctor Who and Torchwood dolls to their 
extensive range of collectors’ dolls, and both 
Jack and the Doctor attracted plenty of intere: 
tha company's busy San Diego stall. 

The Tonner Torchwood range comprises two 
finely sculpted and tailored dolls: Captain Ja 
Harkness and Gwen Cooper, while the Doctor Who 
range features the Tenth Doctor, as played by 
David Tennant, and his companion Martha Jones 
Each figure is fully articulated and crafted in high 
quality vinyl/hard plastic, with hand-painted faci 
features. They retail from $169.99 and are available 
for shipping exclusively within the United St 

Founded in 1991 by Robert Tonner, the Tonner Doll 
Company is known around the world for its award-winning 
fashion dolls and character figures. Inspired by his 
passion for fashion doll collecting, Tonner's dolls range 
from little girl and classic character dolls that гесарішге 
the magic of childhood memories, to fully articulated 
high fashion dolls with exquisite collections of costumes 
that depict the quintessential American style. 

For more information about 
Tonner dolls, visit the website 
www.tonnerdirect.com 


FACTS OF FIGURES! 


TORCHWOOD Ф 


Some new topics of correspondence this month, 
as мей as the continuation of some ongoing 
debates. First off, however, is a question a lot of 
you have been asking... 


© PLEASE DON'T GO! 

I've just heard a rumour that your magazine will 
cease to exist after the December issue. Is this 
actually the case? | have bought every issue of 
the magazine and | thouroughly enjoy every one. 
| love the stories and the comic strips, not to 
mention all the in-depth information you give on 
the filming of a show | love and adore. 

I really hope that the magazine is not going 
to end. Where else but Torchwood magazine will 
we find our information? 

HAZEL STANTON 

VIA EMAIL 

Thanks for the heartfelt words, Hazel. Yours was 
just one of many emails we received on this 
subject (sorry we haven't been able to reply to 
them all personally). Sadly, you heard right. 
The next issue of Torchwood magazine, on sale 
16 December, will be the last for the forseeable 
future, See the editorial on page three for more 
information. Thank you all for your interest and 
support over the last three years — and don't 
miss that great last issue! 


© ГМ SO EXCITED! 

I was really excited to read about the new 
series of Torchwood in your last issue. 
Rex and Esther sound like worthy 
successors to Tosh and Owen, 
without being carbon-copy 
replacements. | imagine Esther 
being a bit like Lois Habiba 

from Children Of Earth, and 

Rex being a bit like Don 

Draper from Mad Men! In your 
interview, Russell T Davies 
managed to be really interesting 
about the new series without really 
giving anything away... I suppose after all 

these years he's got pretty good at that. The tease! 
Still, he's really whetted my appetite with talk of 
being really outside the system and off the grid — 
and now I can't wait! 

SUSAN BOWLES 

VIA EMAIL 


x 


@ KEEP THE FAITH! 
Great to see Russell T Davies talking up the new 
series in the latest issue of Torchwood magazine 
This time last year, | honestly believed Torchwood 
was over and Russell would turn his back on it 
Oh ye of little faith! It's clear now that the man 
who created Torchwood loves the show as 
much now as when he first thought of. 
that sexy team of people in an 
alleyway, with a glove that brings 
people back to life! Some fans 
might worry when he says that 
“Torchwood is an umbrella 
title for brilliant stories, and it 
doesn't need all those other 
trappings,” assuming he means 
that the new BBC/Starz series 
will be Torchwood in name alone. 
But if that were the case, why use the 
Torchwood name at all? He could just as 
easily create a clean-slate show along the same 
lines, trading off his great reputation without 
having to use the Torchwood name. The fact he 
has taken Torchwood to the States with him 
shows that he truly cares about the brilliant series 
he created here in the UK, and is committed to 


ШІ 
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THIS ISSUE: RAVES FOR 
RUSSELL, PAEANS TO 
PICTURES, THE CENTRE 
OF THE UNIVERSE, AND 
A TRICERATOPS FOR 
TORCHWOOD... 


its long-term future. I have every faith that The 
New World will be 100 percent Torchwood, while 
also being as new and unexpected as Childfen 
Of Earth was after series one and two. Thank you 
Russell for keeping Torchwood alive! 

ROBERT SLIPPER 

NEWCASTLE UPON TYNE 


€ PICTURE THIS! 
If there's one thing that astonishes me about 
Torchwood magazine, it's not your ability to find 
new ways to approach the series, or new stories 

to tell in the space of six or seven pages. It's the 
way you always manage to find new photographs, 
month after month. True, there are a few classic 
poses that crop up more than once, but most 

of the time, when I think I've seen a picture before, 
I dig out my old issues only to find that it's 

a slightly different pose from the one you used last 
time! My album of Jack and lanto pictures is 
positively bulging now, and still the subtle variations 
keep on coming! My favourite last issue was Jack 
looking pained on page 21. Not a classic hero shot, 
but pure Captain Jack. Awesome! 

LARA ROSENBURG 

VIA EMAIL 


WRITE TO: Torchwood magazine, 144 Southwark Street, London SE1 OUP, United Kingdom EMAIL: torchwood@titanemail.com 
OR VISIT US ON FACEBOOK: www.facebook.com/torchwoodmagazine SUBSCRIPTIONS: see details at the bottom of page 5. 


መወ ToRcHwooD 


With Torchwood on the way to 
America, Facebook contributor 
Jennifer Champagne snapped 
this store sign in Boston, 
Massachusetts, saying "Maybe 
Torchwood 4 has resurfaced?" 
The city of Boston is known 
locally as ‘The Hub of the 
Universe, and a plaque in the 
city centre even marks the 
exact spot! 


€ NEVER-ENDING STORY! 


A year on from Children Of Earth, I can't believe 
you're still getting letters from people like Jippy 
Renaud (see TWM #22) and ‘JR’ (TWM #23), saying 
they're not going to watch the show or read the 
magazine again because they thought you'd 
suggested lanto was coming back when he isn 
or whatever. Characters are killed off all the time 

in all kinds of shows, and it doesn't mean that 
the writers hate the character, or the actor — it's 
just part of the story. 1 don't remember this much 
uproar when Tosh and Owen died. Seriously people, 
you're making yourselves — and, by extension, 
the rest of us fans — look ridiculous. There'll be 
a whole new series of the show starting up soon, 
so why not focus on that, eh? 

JORDAN MANNING 

VIA EMAIL 


€ MOVE ON UP! 

What is Lesley Garton talking about in your letters 
page (TWM #22), criticising Gareth David-Lloyd 
for wanting people to focus on what he's doing 
next? When you're an actor, it's only natural to 

want to move on and talk about your new roles 
when you've finished playing one — no matter how 
well regarded and ісопіс. It doesn't mean he's 
ungrateful for the opportunities that Torchwood 
has brought him, it just means he's not just 
resting on his laurels and harping on about the 
past. What kind of an actor would he be if he 
only allowed himself to be connected with one role 
for the rest of his life? I for one will be following 
his future career with interest 

MILLIE CHAMBERS 

LONDON 


It's the end! But the moment has been 


prepared for... Join us for the very last 
issue of Torchwood magazine, as we 
celebrate Torchwood's past, present, 


and exciting future! 


€ WE CAME THROUGH! 

In reply to Tony Molari's letter (TWM 421), I think 
he was very brave to write what he did, as he knew 
it would cause controversy among lanto fans. But 
asa lanto fan myself (and a massive fan of Gwen 
and Jack, too), I have moved on. It was hard, but 

I pulled through, and I hope all lanto's fans can, 
too. Children Of Earth Day Four still makes me cry, 
and that's okay. We are all entitled to our own 
opinions, and if you loved lanto then you would 
watch the new series of Torchwood іп his honour. 
JEMIMA OSBORNE 

VIA FACEBOOK. 


€ WALK THE DINOSAUR! 

So... Assuming the Torchwood pteranodon was 
blown up in Children Of Earth, what pet will they 
have in America? Everything's bigger over there, 
so | was thinking maybe а Triceratops? Perfect for 
scaring off muggers in Central Parki 

CAITE EVANS 

VIA EMAIL. 


CONTENTS SUBJECT TO CHANGE 


1 Don't miss out on an issue of Torchwood magazine just because it has sold out in the shops! 


Ask your newsagent to order a copy of the final issue and complete your collection! 
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Julie has been living іп the US for 
nearly a year and a half now and, 
apart from a lack of cordial fruit drinks, 
she's settling into the lifestyle very 
well. As well as laying the groundwork 
for Torchwood's transatlantic transfer as 
BBC Worldwide Productions’ executive 
producer and senior vice president of 
scripted projects, she's also found 
time to have a baby boy, Huckleberry, 
with her partner, the Doctor Who sound 
recordist Julian Howarth 

As such, early mornings are the order 
of the day, both as a busy executive 
and a doting mum. It's 8am on the East 
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Coast of America when Julie calls us to talk about 
Torchwood, in between mouthfuls of Marmite 
оп toast. She's already in the office, and has much 
more than just orange squash on her mind. 


“Оһ no, I always used to get up early — and 
now I have to get up even earlier to get all 
my work done and to be there for Huck, 
as soon as he wakes up." 


"Oh, having a baby here makes everything 
different. You don't really have time to 
miss home with everything else going on." 


"Are you suggesting him fora starring 
role? Because | think he'll be a bit big by 
that point. He's very keen on his milkt" 


"Oh, well in that case I have to say yes, because 
it will make me seem quite benevolent and in. 
touch with my feelings! | suppose I have got more 
empathy for a character who is juggling work and 
nappy changing. Home has a bigger dimension 

for Gwen now, as it does for me. But apart from 
that, it doesn't really affect my outlook as ап exec 
producer. | think all you can ever do in that role 

is be faithful to the characters and the stories that 
Russell [T Davies] is setting up. Just now, we're 
starting to get the early scripts іп, so its fun to see 
Gwen with that added part to her life. But it's just 
one of the things that's exciting me about this 
new series." 


“Oh, it's just wonderful to have lack and Gwen 
back on the page. These are the very, very, very 
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U.S. SHOWS TO WATCH 
OUT FOR THIS AUTUMN. 


There's some very exciting stuff coming out 


of AMC at the moment, such as Mad Men 


Like Starz, they be 


being on cable, which means ti 


not tied into t 


e rigorous schedules that 


ave, are much more master 


of their own destiny. The Walking Dead is 


mbie drama that loo could be 


tars the wonderful 


brilliant in This Life, all those years a 


“Ir wonderful bor Joc 


first drafts, so a lot could change, but we're getting i [see page six], shows that you've cited as 
all the scripts upfront so we can plan very carefully : influences in the past. Is it rewarding to be 
for filming in the UK and the US. Traditionally, working with those people now? We're starting to see a lot more British 
a USwriters' room works throughout an entire *Oh, it's a complete dream come true, it really, ces oi f 
series of 22 episodes during shooting, and i really is. One of the reasons just one. | think one of the most exciting 
there's an enormous pressure to get scripts i I wanted to come here was to new shows for me this year will be 
out that are filming the next week. By doing see a new side to this industry Undercovers, s à new spy series 
it this way, we're taking the best of the and to learn from new people, starring Gugu Mb 
American system and the best of our system and the writing team we've remember that she 
and creating a hybrid way of doing things." got is incredibly exciting. Jones' sist 
We've just had everybody exciting that she's now the lead in the 
You're working with writers from the likes together for four weeks new |J Abrams show! It's wonderful to be 
of Buffy The Vampire Slayer and Smallville of storylining, and it was driving round LA seeing lots of posters 
strange and brilliant to with her beautif 
look round the room and 
see Russell and John Fay 
[Children Of Earth] sitting 
with Jane Espenson and Doris 
Egan, and sometimes John 
Shiban, too, who could come in for 
occasional days, because he is 
consulting on The Vampire Diaries 
atthe moment. These are fabulous 
writers with a huge number of Boardwalk E 
credits between them, including од dram 
Buffy, House and Supernatural, so n 
it's a real privilege to have them 


ich Andrew Lincoln is 


which 


jatha-Raw, You'l 


s great as Martha 


гіп Doctor Who, and it's very 


Bully The Vampire Slayer 


ell you how much I'm anticipating 
It's HBO's big new 


rs in Atlantic City, It's writter 


erence Winter, who did amazing work 


all in one place, and it was an on The Sopranos, and the first episode is 

incredibly good room as a result." directed by Martin Scorsese! As you 
would expect from HBO, it looks like it will 

Did you get to sit in on all of that, have huge sweep and scope, and it has 


or does an executive producer the wonderful Scottish ac 
have far more pressing concerns? MacDor 
*Oh, I was in there as much as Café back 
possible across those four weeks. 


Id in it, who was in The Girl In The 
t BBC Wales! 
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Occasionally I would have to dash out for 
a production meeting, which | kind of love as well, 
but it was just glorious to be in the room with 
those people as much as I could, just to see how 
all took shape. | asked Doris Egan how it 
compared to working on a US 22-episode series, 
and apparently we worked very fast in comparison, 
but obviously in a very different way — where the 
script isn't needed for filming yesterday! We allowed 
the writers 10 go home and do a lot of work 
themselves rather than having to beat it all out in 
the writers' room, and after four weeks we had the 
shape of the 10 episodes pretty much in place, іп 
broad strokes with some detail here and there 
"Now I'm at the stage where I'm talking to BBC 
Wales and Starz about their notes on the scripts, 
and we're starting to do the early pre-production, 
with a view to start filming in January next year. 
I try to stay involved in every aspect of the process, 
and finding out how that works differently over 
here is one of the most exciting things for me. 


So what is the most different thing about working 
in the US? 

“The weather! We've had what is, by LA standards, 
officially a poor summer, but by Cardiff standards 

it would be described as tropical! Seriously 
though, the industry as a whole is very different. 
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i That means we 


Шие new wrting tom cludes 
кімі from hi shows soch os The 
“መሁባ Dres (eh) Breaking Bod 
(ет) ond (өріс (below righi). 


{ Alot more people work in the industry 


here, so it's almost impossible for a US 
industry figure to know what my job 

was back in the UK. They will understand 
all the different bits | was involved in, 
but its much more marshalled, and 
much more split-up over here. It's hard 
to explain, because the work I'm 

doing now is absolutely the same as 

I would do in the UK, but it covers 

what would usually be a lot of other 
jobs here. So right now I'm meeting 

heads of department, working 

with the writers on the scripts, starting 

to think about casting... It's just the 
names and the processes that are all 
quite different." 


As well as shows like Buffy, your new 

writing team boasts credits on recent hits 

like Caprica and Breaking Bad. Are you 

a fan of those shows, too? 

"Oh, I'm an absolute Breaking Bad addict! 

1 cannot begin to tell you how much I love 

that show. 1 was watching the first season 

avidly when 1 was in the UK, and now 

I think it's my favourite thing out here 

It's quite extraordinary. Right now 

we're just coming up to ‘Red Carpet 

Week’, as ABC is calling their autumn 
unch, and that is very exciting. 

have all the 

big American shows starting 

up again, including Caprica, and 

it really is a vital time for the 

broadcasters. There's a real 

hiatus in the summer, 

then everything is сһос- 

a-bloc in those critical 

10 days. You're really 

spoiled for choice 

in the autumn out 

here, so my TiVo 

will be stacked 

to the rafters 

come October!" 


All the big shows seem to have very ambitious, 
ongoing storylines these days - Torchwood 
among them. Do you miss the days of monster- 
of-the-week? 

I like both those styles of storytelling, but with 
Torchwood specifically, I thought Children Of 


Earth was a breakthrough. Expanding it in that 
way really suited the kind of stories Russell wanted 
to tell, and really worked with the characters. By 
the end of season two, I felt Torchwood was 
definitely straining to tell a more serialised story. 
We would never do it in such a way that the serial 
arc is very tangled, but the stories just needed to 
get bigger if we weren't going to start repeating 
ourselves. What do with 
Torchwood is have a central premise that isn't 
solved until the end of five or10 episodes, yet still 


would always seek 
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have each episode invite the audience in. We 
proved with Children Of Earth that you can do 
that, and keep building your audience as you go." 


We've mentioned Gwen being a mum. What can 
we expect from Jack in the new series? 

"Oh, what can you say about Jack? Wow! There's 
just something so thrilling about throwing him 
into the mix of a show like this. If you look at 
Children Of Earth, it was a psychologically 
frightening, grounded drama about humanity as 
much as anything else, and I think there's 
something gorgeous and glorious about putting 
Captain Jack in the middle of that. He's such a big 
character, in his Second World War coat, always 
getting killed and coming back to life! There's 
something magical about mixing such an old- 


"WHAT CAN YOU SAY ABOUT JACK*? 
THERE'S SOMETHING THRILLING ABOUT 
THROWING HIM INTO THIS MIX.” 
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“REX MATHESON IS YOUNG, SEXY AND 
AMBITIOUS, AND HE WILL SHAKE THINGS 
UP BETWEEN JACK AND GWEN!” 
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fashioned, fantastic hero with the kind of stories 
we're making now, and I can't wait to see what 
John Barrowman brings to Captain Jack in this 
new environment.” 


Will we 
brooding Jack? 

"Well, there's not going to be aching continuity 
baggage from Children Of Earth, because that 
story's done, but we will stay true to the kind of 
dark, painful experiences that Jack has endured. . 
I think we will see all kinds of sides to Captain 
Jack in the new series, but the truth of the 
character and what he's been through aren 
going to be forgotten. 

“What I find so exciting about all of this is the 
idea that we can do Torchwood for 88ር1 and for an 
American cable channel in a way that feels very 
organic and connected to what has gone before. 
We're not taking the title out of the UK and doing 


more of the lighter Jack, or the dark, 


“Wawa iy кя to be kind of dork, 
experiences ісі Jock has endured.” 


a straight American reformat. It's a proper co- 
production that moves the title on from Children 
Of Earth. The stories will grow from what we know 
Torchwood is, to become something even bigger 
with even more impact, but it will still be true to 
what we have done before.” 


What can you tell us about the new CIA character, 
Rex Matheson? 

"Rex is everything you could want from a new 
member of the team. He's young, sexy and 
ambitious, and he will shake things up between 
Jack and Gwen. He's also the character who will 
introduce what Torchwood is to a whole new 
audience. We're putting them into a new 
environment, with a brand new threat, and lots 
of twists and turns. The best way to show that, 
and to push the story as far as it can go, is by 
introducing a new, challenging and incredibly 
sexy character!" 


HOW US AND UK TV CAN LEARN FROM EACH OTHER... 
RENE | 
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That's a very difficult question to answer, but 


talking very broadly, I think there's 


work done up-front out here, You really have 


to ‘sell’ a project before you even think about 


getting off the ground. Not so mu: 1 


Torchwood, because that's got an established 


track record, but you're really expected to 


research what a project is all about and 


going to be for if you want anyone to t 


seriously. That can be very helpful, b 


it helps you find the ‘banana skins’ more easily 
ime time tho 


Atthe s; gh, projects ca 


down too early, because 


stop them taking on a life of their own 
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Finally, let's go back to the start... What can 
you tell us about the title of the new series, 
Torchwood: The New World? 

"| think it's the perfect title, It's going to work on 
so many levels, and with Gwen and Jack spending 
some time in America, it really feels like the 
right, cheeky title for the next Torchwood. We 
really wanted to have a subtitle, because it worked 
so well with Children Of Earth. | think it's a really 
good way of setting something apart, and marking 
itas the next evolution in Torchwood's history. 
I'm very excited by what we're doing, and it really 
is a “new world’ for all of us. The fans will still 
recognise the Torchwood they love and which they 
responded to in the past, but its going to be bold 
and new as well. For that reason, I can't think оғ 

a more perfect name than Torchwood: The New 
World. And I'm a sucker for a subtitle!" = 

Turn to page six to find out more about Torchwood: 
The New World! 
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RED-HANDED 


А NEW SHORT STORY BY KATE ORMAN - 
WITH ART BY BEN WILLSHER 


pencer Foley took both hands out of his 
pockets. They were hairy-knuckled and 
thick as a couple of steaks, but other 
than that, they looked very ordinary. 
There was no way to tell which one 
was alien. 
lanto's first sight of Foley had been through 
a CCTV camera as Gwen led him through the Plass. 
From her call, he'd been expecting a quiet little 
beardy chap in spectacles. Instead, Gwen was 
trailing a six-foot, shaven-headed guy in a Harley 
Davidson t-shirt. Well, at least he'd been right about 
the beard 
In spite of his bulk and his hard muscles, Foley 
managed to look nervous as hell as he stood in the 
Hub. “I dont like medical tests," he admitted. 
^Never have done. Been through too many of them 
іп the last year to count. Still haven't got used to 
"it, mun.” 
“Well this test won't be anything like those," 
said Gwen. "We're not even going to make you wear 
a hospital gown." 


lanto started booting up the scanner. Lines 
of green light wormed across the surface of the 
dark silver cube, following the chunky curves of 
its folded metal tubing. He kept a careful eye on 
it: if the Tyndarid device wasn't so fiddly, Gwen 
might have been able to take it to Mr Foley, and 
not vice versa. Also if it didn't inexplicably weigh 
187 kilograms. 

“Mr Foley,” he asked, "exactly how was it your 
hand came to be replaced by an identical alien 
duplicate?" 

“How should | know, mun? I'm not saying I was 
carried off in a UFO or anything." He glared up at 
lanto, beefy arms folded. "I'm not stupid and I'm 
nota nutter.” 

"Thats right" added Gwen quickly. “Тһе 
psychiatrists have been over Mr Foley with a fine- 
toothed comb. He's very normal." 

“Just call me Spencer, love." Foley scratched the 
shorn scalp behind his ear. 

“It must have something to do with the accident. 
There's a big gap in my memory — almost two 


"Just hold onto that for about a minute." 

“It's tingling. Ow! Like getting a shock off 
а doorknob." 

"That means it's working." Soft lines of green 
light were running up and down Foley's body. He 
took a sharp breath. "I'm just going to look for any 
DNA in your body which doesn't belong there." 

lanto handed Gwen the sharply curved wand 
that did the real work of scanning, and she ran it 
slowly across each of Foley's hands and up his arms, 
all the way to the shoulder. 

She glanced at lanto, who smiled and gave 
a little shake of the head. Gwen sat back. "And 
we're done!" 

“That's all?" said Foley, handing back the disc. 
“Stung like a bugger, though." He glanced at the 
scanner. “Well? What's it say?” 

“Good news,” said lanto. “There isn't a trace of 
anything alien in your system.” 

Foley looked down at his hand, turning it over, 
flexing the fingers, as though looking at it for the 
first time. 


"MR FOLEY,” ASKED IANTO, “EXACTLY HOW 
WAS IT YOUR HAND CAME ТП BE REPLACED 
BY AN IDENTICAL ALIEN DUPLICATE?” 


When Gwen was finished with him, lanto would 
make sure that Foley was thoroughly Retconned. 
Given the size of the man, better double the dose, 
he thought. 

Foley took the chair Gwen offered him without 
taking his eyes off the Tyndarid scanner sitting on 
its metal trolley. “It's not really the tests | don’t like,” 
he continued. “It's what to do about the hand." 

“Тһе hand", thought lanto. Not *my hand"? 

"Once you prove it's an alien, what happens 
next? Are you going to amputate? I mean, I can still 
изе” He drummed on the table as though playing 
a piano. "See?" he told Gwen. "It's not like it comes 
off and runs round by itself." 


months. Anything could've happened to me then 
and | wouldn't know about it. | mean, lying in a 
hospital bed in a coma, you're just helpless, aren't 
you? When I came back to myself in the hospital, it 
was just... There! 

"Ready to go here," lanto announced, as the 
scanner completed its boot cycle. He unclipped 
the business end, a fiattened disc that fitted into 
the palm, and handed it to Gwen, who held it out 
to Foley. 

“All you have to do is hold this," she told him. 
She picked up one of Foley's hands — the alien 
one, presumably — turned it palm up, dropped the 
device into it, and gently closed his fingers over it. 


^There must be something wrong with your 
machine," he said. 


ear the Plass, а car was waiting to take Foley 
back to the hospital. The big guy was already 
two-thirds asleep when Gwen pushed him 
gently into the back seat. 

"Mission accomplished," she si 
into the Hub. 

"Shame to put another gap in his memories," 
said lanto. "Not that the test seemed to make any 
difference." 

Gwen shook her head. “All the tests in the world 
wouldn't change his mind. That's what his doctors ቅ 


breezing back 
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say, anyway. Тһе wiring in his brain has changed 
forever because of the accident. He's stuck with the 
delusion that his hand is somebody else's for the 
rest of his life.” 

^| don't know which is worse,” said lanto 
“Actually having an alien hand, or thinking you do." 
He spider-crawled his own hand along the counter 
towards Gwen, She made a face, picked up a heavy 
B&B guide, and gently but firmly squashed it. "See?" 
said lanto. "At least if it was alien, we could do 
something about it." 

He thought that was that, and that he'd never lay 
eyes on Spencer Foley again. He was half right. 


ver the next few weeks it became a running 
gag. When things went missing around the 
Hub, or turned up in odd places, lanto would 
blame "Foleys Hand". It was one of those 
bleak gags that got them through the bad days. He 
and Jack also made the odd joke about wandering 
hands, the less about which Gwen Cooper knew, 
the better. 

So lanto was surprised when, one slightly less 
frantic than usual Tuesday morning, he found Gwen 
rummaging through her desk and asked her if she'd 
like him to put out a saucer of milk for the Hand, 
and she slammed shut a drawer and snapped, "Can 
you not?” 

lanto didn't say anything, just leaned on the 
railing and gave hera moment to regain her dignity. 
"Sorry," she muttered at last. "Spencer Foley's been 
calling me every couple of days." 

“I can arrange another dose of Retcon for him.” 

Gwen shook her head. “Не doesn't remember 
Torchwood or the Hub — just me. He says now his 
hand's acting like it's got a mind of its own. Grabbing 
or breaking things... Or moving them around." 

"Change your number?" 

^No lanto, you don't understand. He told me 
he keeps having to search for his shoes, or his 
newspaper. At first he thought the nurses were 
rearranging his room when he wasn't there. That's 
how I'm starting to feel about the Hub. Nothing's 
ever where | left it last.” 

^Why would an alien be interested in Foleys 
shoes?" 

“It could be learning. Getting the hang of its new 
home. The poor man's scared to pieces." 

“What do his doctors say?" 

“He's got a brain injury = what do you think they 
say? He came to us because no one else would take 
him seriously. What if we missed something, lanto? 
What if something got in him, then got in here? 
What if something got in me?” 


anto brought up the scanner manual. "I'm not 

sure how much good this is going to do," he 

said, as the machine flickered into life. “It didn't 
find anything in Foley..." 

"Something might have passed from him to me 
before we scanned him." 

^...and he didn't believe it anyway.” 

"This bit of Rift flotsam is the best technology 
we've got for picking out extraterrestrial genetic 
codes from a background of terrestrial ones. Right?” 

“Yeah,” said lanto. “Though | don't know how 
much longer the fuel will last.” 

Gwen peered at the squiggly diagrams on the 
screen. “What does it run оп?” 

“Jack says its powered by charmed double 
bottom Omega baryons." 

“Charmed double bottom...” 

“You know how hard it is to tell whether he's 
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joking," said lanto. "Ready to go. Let's have your 
hands, then." 

"Better do every inch of her." 

Gwen and lanto jumped like guilty schoolkids. 
Jack was looking down on them from the gantry. "I'm 
not joking. We can't afford to take any chances with 
something like this. One of us being compromised? 
That's just about the worst-case scenario for 
Torchwood. After Gwen, it's your turn, lanto." 

Gwen clutched the scanner disc, twitching her 
mouth at the little shocks it delivered, while lanto 
carefully ran the wand over her. Strands of her long 
hair started to stand out around her head. She 
looked a bit like Russell Brand 

lanto managed not to laugh. "Nothing" he 
announced. "One hundred percent human.” 

Gwen slumped in the chair. "Oh. Well, that's 
that, then. I'd better go have another look for 
that file." 

“НІ do some straightening up,” lanto promised. 

"Not just yet. Have a seat." lanto plonked 
into the plastic chair. When Gwen had gone, 
Jack said, "Have you still got Foley's readouts?" 
lanto nodded. "Run “ет through one of our 
pattern) recognition programs. Double check it 
didn't miss something.” 


anto fired up one of Tosh's bioinformatics 

programs and fed the raw scan data into it 

At once the computers suspended screen 

started displaying abstruse graphics, as though 
it was muttering to itself. lanto smiled as a clock in 
the shape of a cartoon frog appeared in a corner of 
the screen. Time remaining to complete the scan: 
11 hours and four minutes. He left it running 
overnight. 

The next morning he and Gwen arrived at the 
Tourist Office at the same time. "God," she said, “I'm 
glad to see you." 

“Ive just got back," he said. "There was 
unprecedented Weevil outbreak in Llandrindod 
Wells. Jack's still there, mopping up." 

"Spencer Foley keeps calling. | really am going to 
have to change my number." On cue, her mobile 
rang. She sighed and answered it. “1 am telling you, 
Spencer, your hand is perfectly normal. No. No way! 
Absolutely not! Well, talk to them again. All right. All 
right. 111 have a word. Yes. Yes. But...” 

lanto murmured, “ИИ go and see if the analysis 
can tell us anything more." Gwen nodded. 

In the cogwheel doorway, lanto froze. The 
computer wasn't there. No — it was there, but it 
wasn't a computer any more, just a pile of pieces. 
He strode across the work area, automatically 
extracting his gun from its holster. 

The whole workspace looked like it had been 
debugged with a sledgehammer: the screens and 
keyboards smashed until they hung from the frame 
in pieces, the drives and routers beneath the desk 
battered into scrap. The desk itself was half- 
demolished, as though whoever had wanted to 
kill the computers had attacked in a frenzy of 
brute force. 

And guess whose job it would be to put it all 
back together again. Why couldn't they have just 
erased the hard drive? 

Was that something moving? lanto swivelled, 
gun tracking down to the floor beneath the desk, 
the pile of junk. He held his breath, but there was 
nothing there. Was there? 

He lashed out with the toe of his shoe, kicking 
over the pile with a clatter, ready to put a bullet into 
anything that crawled or scuttled. Nothing. 
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He heard Gwen come in behind him. "What 
the hell?” 

“It could have happened any time between 
midnight and four-thirty. None of the alarms have 
been tripped.” 

Gwen stared at the wreckage. "Spencer Foley 
just told me that his own hand wants to murder 
him. He's terrified. He wants me to drive over there 
and help him cut it off." 

lanto was at the surviving workspace, typing 
One-handed, "Oh, surprise surprise. The CCTV 
records have been deleted." 

“It has to have been one of us,” gasped Gwen. 
“It has to." 

“There's no way it could have been Jack. He's 
still on the A483.” 

"We're securing the Hub, right now.” Gwen 
typed codes into one of the surviving computers. In 
less than a minute, the Hub fell silent, except for 
the echo of slamming doors. She touched her 
earpiece, “Jack?” 

"What's up?” 

“Security's been breached.” She gave him a quick 
situation report. "We're in partial lockdown. Ive left 
comms open, and a way in for you, but nothing is 
going tq get out.” 

"Okay," said Jack. “МІ go to the hospital and 
check on Foley.” М 

"Whatever we're dealing with," said lanto, "it can 
do more than swing a blunt instrument. It knows at 
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unched over the scanner, Gwen went 
gingerly to work with the translated manual 
and a set of spanners. "Seriously," she said, 
“with the instructions translated, its no 
harder than putting together something from Ikea." 

“Just don't sneeze," called out lanto from the 
undamaged workstation. Gwen didn't laugh 

lanto loaded up the bioinformatics program. 
He thought he'd have to start the whole 11-hour 
data analysis from scratch, but the system reported 
that it had saved most of its work. The brute 
force destruction of Tosh's computer had only 
interrupted it. 

He called up a CCTV image of Gwen at the 
scanner, on the far side of the water tower.'She was 
carefully lifting the chunky cylinder from its bracket 
She grunted with effort. lanto called out again. 
*D'you want any help with that?" 

^| can manage,” she replied. She set the cylinder 
down and ran her fingernails over it, looking for the 
panel that hid the refuel switch. "Just... Shut up. 
Don't distract me, okay?" 

"Gwen, are you all right?" 

“I'm trapped in the Hub with a sort of DIY 
atomic bomb." She Нірред up the panel, revealing 
a big green switch. She gave the CCTV camera 
a pointed look. "And an alien." 

Oh, the relief when Jack's voice sounded in their 
earpieces. "How are you two doing?" 

“No fatalities yet,” said lanto drily. 


RED-HANDED 


"Maybe it was trying to stop him telling us 
something?" Jack was saying. 

“Trying to warn me,” said Gwen, "about an 
intruder." 

lanto turned sharply. Gwen was standing at the 
foot of the water tower. She had both arms out 
straight, her gun trained on him. 

“What's going on?" demanded Jack. 

*Put your hands where I can see them." She was 
extremely not joking. lanto put his hands behind 
his head, fingers laced. 

"Gwen. | didn't wreck the computer.” 

“Well | know it wasn't me.” 

Behind lanto, the computer chimed, He said, 
^| ran your scan data through the same program. 
Those are the results.” 

“Right, that’s convenient. | can’t scan you with 
the scanner in pieces, сап I?" 

"Jack scanned me,” he reminded her. "You can 
run that data set. It's our only way of knowing 
exactly what we're up against.” 

Without shifting her eyes or her aim, Gwen said, 
“What does it say?” 

He swivelled in the chair, slowly, until he was 
facing the screen and the schematic of Gwen's hand. 

Oh, too late. Much too late. 

BLAMI 

А bullet slammed through the computer 
screen, missing his head by inches, showering him 
with sparks. 


"DONT 


ШІМЕ NEAR ME!" THE HAND LEAPT FORWARD, 


PULLING THE REST OF HER WITH IT... 


least some of our passwords, and it can type. It might 
be able to reverse the lockdown.” 

"You're right. It could still get out.” Gwen tapped 
at the keyboard, bringing up a diagram of the 
Tyndarid scanner. The two-thirds translated manual 
popped up in a window beside it. “Okay, I've been 
reading this," she said. "Omega particles are only 
stable for a tiny fraction of a second, so there's 
a forcefield in the scanner that stops them from 
decaying. To refuel, you turn the field inside out. 
It converts the matter around it into more Omega 
particles and draws them in. I think you're supposed 
to feed it waste matter, but it'll convert practically 
anything." 

lanto got it at once. “How'd they get that past 
Health and Safety?" 

“Maybe that's why someone threw it into the 
Rift in the first place. It could swallow most of 
the Hub." 

“Vd call that a serious design flaw.” 

“I'd call it a self-destruct mechanism,” said 
Gwen. "Jack's right. If the Hub's been compromised, 
if one of us has been compromised.. With 
everything we've got in here, we're a bigger danger 
to the Earth than anything we've ever faced.” 

“Prime it” said Jack. "Just don't get trigger 
happy." 


"Is Mr Foley all right?" said Gwen. 

“Foley's dead," came the reply. 

“What!” 

“Strangled. They found him half an hour ago. 
with his own hand locked around his throat. Looks 
like he was right all along.” 

“And we missed it,” said lanto, 

"No," said Gwen. “No, Jack, it doesn't make 
sense. If his hand was some kind of parasite, why 
would it kill its host? Why would it commit 
suicide?” 

The computer chimed. lanto rolled his chair 
overto the screen, which was displaying a schematic 
of Foley's hand and forearm Г 

Jack said, "If it was an alien... Maybe it sacrificed 
itself to protect its offspring." 

"It's offspring?” 

“if it's passed itself into the Hub.” 

"It was alien," announced lanto. "Definitely. Its 
genetic code was hidden amongst Foleys. The 
scanner just couldn't see it" The program was 
printing out the signature patterns of the non- 
human DNA. "Now we know what to look for, it 
won't be able to hide from us again." 

In his earpiece, Gwen was preoccupied talking 
to Jack. lanto took a deep breath and loaded her 
scan data into the new program. 


lanto yelled and hurled himself at the floor. 
“No! Gwen! It's not me!” 

Gwen stood by the water tower, her left hand 
gripping the wrist of her gun hand, pushing hard to 
keep the weapon aimed away from him. 

"Run!" she screamed. “Will you for God's sake 
get up and run!” . 

Gwen slammed her own arm into the tower. Тһе 
gun went off, blowing a hole in the floor. She roared 
and slammed it hard again, and the fingers of 
her right hand unclenched their grip, sending 
the weapon spinning over the railing and into 
the water. 

lanto had started running, all right, but towards 
her, shoving his own gun back into its holster. Gwen 
turned towards him, eyes huge, teeth clenched, 
hair wild, her right hand moving constantly, 
knotting into a fist, curving into claws. 

lanto took a step forward. "Don't come near 
me!" The hand leapt forward, pulling the rest of her 
with it, like the hand of a marionette. 

lanto made a grab for Gwen's arm, but the hand 
struck like a snake, grabbing hold of his nose and 
twezking it hard. "Ouch!" Now it was trying to poke 
its fingers into his eyes. He batted at it. 

Gwen screamed, “1 can't make it stop! I can't 
make it stop!” b 
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He shoved her away. At once, the hand lashed 
out like the head of a blind beast, dragging her 
behind it, towards the self-destruct mechanism. 
lanto sprinted after Gwen and flung both arms 
around her, pinning her in a bear hug, sneakers 
kicking as he picked her up. 

The hand came up and her fingernails dug into 
his arm like the jaws of a rottweiler. He yelped and 
grabbed for her wrist, managing to keep his grip on 
her, but she twisted in his arms with impossible 
strength. The hand grabbed for the front of his 
trousers — "Oh no you don't!" he yelped, flinching 
away — and somehow instead it got hold of his tie. 

Ack!" lanto dropped her, which only made 
the sudden pressure on his larynx worse. He 
grabbed Gwen's right arm with both hands, leaning 
forwards, trying to relieve the awful punched-in- 
the-throat feeling 

Gwen joined in, the fingers of her left hand 
closed over the finger of the right, desperately 
trying to pry them loose. Her hand was bunching 
the silk, crawling towards lanto's throat. God! He 
was going to lose it in a few more seconds. He 
reached out through the greyness, ripped the fabric 
of her t-shirt, got hold of her by the hair, and shook 
her from side to side like a dog shaking a snake to 
death, but the pressure never— 

It stopped! lanto dragged in a huge breath. Не 
fell backwards, coughing violently, ripping the tie 
from around his neck. Gwen had also landed on the 
floor. They stared at each other for a long moment, 
both of them dazed, panting hard. 

In her left hand, Gwen was holding a pair of 
scissors. Her right hand still 
clutched most of his tie. 

Don't use the self- \ 
destruct,” lanto choked out. 

His throat felt like he'd 
swallowed a thorn bush. "We'll 
find another way to stop it." 
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Gwen gasped, "It's not me! It wants to get rid of 
us! That's been its plan all along. With Torchwood 
out of the way, more of its species can come 
through: live in human hands, and eyes, and 
brains... Oh no..." 

The hand grabbed a chair and hauled her to her 
feet. Without pausing, without effort, it swung the 
chair at lanto's head. He dodged out of the way, 
ripping his gun from its holster, but the crucial 
seconds were already lost. Gwen darted to the 
bomb and the hand darted to the big green switch. 

"Gwen! Don't!” 

She slammed the switch down. The LED numbers 
began counting down at a frightening pace. 

lanto pounced, but the hand made itself into 
a fist and lashed out. As a kid, lanto had been hit in 
the head with a cricket bat once; this felt like that. 
He staggered back, the hand snatching for his gun. 
“Мо!” screamed Gwen. Somehow, between the two 
of them, they sent the weapon spinning into the 
air, landing with a crash somewhere below them. 

The hand grabbed something from the floor. it 
was a sledgehammer — presumably what it had 
used to destroy Tosh's computer. Now Gwen was 
between him and the ticking bomb, brandishing 
the huge hammer as though it weighed nothing. 
The other hand held her torn t-shirt. 

"There's still time,” she gasped. "Get out while 
you can" 

“Keep fighting it. Just let me get past you." 

“I can't.” She was pleading, now. "That bomb is 
going to scour the Hub down to the concrete. But 
that's not enough for it. It wants both of us to die. If 
you go, its mission will have been a failure. Please, 
please go." 

“Неге | go," said lanto. 

He tackled her. She lost the hammer as they 

rolled across the floor, Gwen's hand clawing 
for lanto's eyes, but instead catching in the 
fabric of his shirt. It tore as he tried to get 
loose, get to that switch, before the 
seconds ran out. The hand slapped his 
face with tooth-loosening force, but 
Gwen followed its momentum, landing 
with her whole weight 
on her right arm, 
pinning it down. 

“Stop it!” she 
shrieked, as the 
hand scrabbled 
furiously at the 

metal floor. 
lanto lunged 
at the bomb. At that 
moment, he ran out of 

numbers. 
He stared at the blank 
counter. The ticking had stopped. 
“It didn't work,” he breathed. 


"Course not." Jack stood in the nearby archway, 
holding what looked like a green key. “I put the 
safety on." 

Gwen was struggling on the floor, trying to 
keep her arm between her body and the floor. 
lanto reached down, grabbed both of her arms, 
and pinned them behind her back. Half of her 
thrashed furióusly, but half wasn't enough to 
break his grip. 

Jack slotted the cylinder back into its bracket, 
loosely spinning in a couple of bolts, enough to 
hold it in place. At once, green lights eeled across 
the machine's surface. 

"Jack," said lanto. He had an arm around Gwen's 
throat, now, while the hand flailed and clawed. 
Much longer, and one of them was going to get 
seriously hurt. 

“Тһе hand knew the limitations of the scanner. 
It was a snap to camouflage its genetic code.” Jack 
flipped open another panel and did something to 
the controls inside. "What it didn’t know was that, 
once you've got the signature patterns, you can use 
this little gizmo to do more than just find DNA that 
doesn't belong. lanto, let her go." 

lanto barely hesitated. Gwen sprang out of 
his grip. 

"Catch," said Jack, throwing the scanning disc at 
her head 

Instinctively, the hand leapt up to catch it. 

Fora moment, Gwen's whole body crackled and 
shook with eye-scorching green light. "Ar-a-r-argh!" 
Jack watched, impassively. 

Then the light vanished. Gwen bent forward, 
winded, hands on her knees. "Oh," she gasped 
"Oh yes!" She waggled the fingers of her right hand. 
“Its gone! My hand's all mine again!" 

“Тһе scanner," said lanto. "lt can delete DNA 
as well?” 

“Yup.” Jack powered the machine down. "Kind 
of neat. Love to keep it around, but it's just too 
dangerous. It's going back in the Rift, and this time 
it will manage to blow itself up." 

“Poor Spencer Foley,” said Gwen. "If he hadn't 
made such a nuisance of himself, trying to warn 
us... Where did it come from? What was it?" 

Jack shrugged. "Whatever it was, | don't think 
it was a coincidence it turned up at the same 
time as the Tyndarid scanner. Still, РИ say this for 
it — how often do ! get to see you guys wrestle 
each other?" 

They stared at him, bruised and dishevelled, 
Gwen in her torn t-shirt, lanto in his wrecked 
waistcoat and chopped tie. She said, “Jack Harkness. 
Were you watching us?” 

“Course not! | was busy defusing your little 
bomb!” 

"Well, 1 should hope so!" 

“Besides,” he grinned, “I can always catch the 
re-runs on CCTV” 
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A supermarket at 2am. The only customer is stunned when all the staff freeze and she hears 
the thundering of hooves. Terrified, she runs for the door, but it's locked. Something 
is coming for her. She turns and screams. 

Torchwood find the woman's body оп a rubbish dump. It's the third 
they've found there. Owen's autopsies show discolouration of the lungs 
and, in Owen’s words, that “something has been taken from them.” 
Gwen's examination of their belongings show they all worked at night 
and lived near to each other. Tosh works it out a link between three 
strangers and a company who uses the dump. She points out a building 
on a map. 

The team stand in an iconic pose — cool and sexy against the sky. 
Suddenly, a harassed mother rams her trolley into Owen, and tells 
them to get out of the way. They're at the supermarket. Torchwood 
talkto the friendly staff and begin their investigation — Jack taking 
the opportunity to fill а trolley with shopping, Gwen picking ир 
dinner for Rhys, Owen getting a bottle of wine, and lanto alone. 
and miserable 

That night, lanto finds the hub lit by candlelight and Jack 
waiting for him. Jack's determined that the recently deceased 
lanto should enjoy life again, starting with the simple things, 
like tasting the food Jack got at the supermarket. lanto starts to 
smile again, and then freezes — he's worked something out. 
According to her statement, the nice lady at the bakery seems 
to have been working for 24 hours straight. Excited by a mystery, 
lanto dives into the computer. The supermarket staff haven't 
left for over a week. It's been a long shift 

Jack and lanto return to the supermarket just before 2am. 
There are two other customers — one of them called Maggie 
with problems of her own. Rift energy is coming through 
from the back of the store. At 2am, the store shuts down - 
the music goes off, the staff freeze and the doors lock 
They're trapped 

A demonic creature from the Rift possesses the store, 
manifesting at 2am. It’s a hunter, trapped in a convenience 
store. It’s a fight to the death between Jack and the 
Demon, with lanto determined to save Maggie, the last 
customer, alive 

The hunter feeds off human life-force, made all the more 
sweet by the air itsvictims have breathed іп while running, 
hence the lung discolouration. It is also the reason why lanto. 
is able to save the day — he has no air in his lungs because 
he isn't alive... 7 


CHECKOUT 
by 
JOSEPH LIDSTER 
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Joseph Lidster was originally considered for an 
‘over-commission’ for series two — an episode to 


be kept in reserve in case anything else should fall 


through. "Writing for TV was my ambition," he 
says, "and to be doing not only that, but for a show 
I loved was just fantastic. It didn't matter to me 
that it was an over-commission, | was just so 
happy to be there. Happy, excited and terrified!" 
Initially, he was asked to come up with three ideas 
(see panel, right), one of which was 
subsequently reworked as the 
audiobook Into The Silence. 

Reading the'treatments back 
today, Joseph has mixed views. 
Reading them back, they've all got 
elements I quite like, but I think my 
favourite is the one about the 
children. | don't think it's 
particularly Torchwoody, but 
there's some potentially interesting 
stuff there." 

Following these pitches, Joseph was asked to 
work on an idea by Russell T Davies, for an 
episode set in a supermarket. In his book, The 
Writer's Tale, Russell refers to this as "one of my 
standby plots — Spooky 24-Hour Supermarket (have 
you ever been in one at 3am? Weirdest places in 
the world — so bright and empty and staffed by 
The Damned.)" 

With this brief, Joseph started to develop an 
episode centring on Jack and lanto, and what he 
refers to as "Die Hard in a supermarket", set 
shortly after lanto Jones was brought back from 
the dead (as was originally planned, before this 
storyline shifted to Owen). Both Joseph and script 
editor Brian Minchin had worked in supermarkets 
and were keen to explore the possibilities that 
they offered. 

Іп an email to Brian at the time, Joseph said 
he was keen to play up the contrast between 
the excitingly dark world of Torchwood and the 
mundanely bright supermarket. "Jack in a 
supermarket is interesting," he wrote, "Here he is, 
in a place where the minutiae of human life 
surrounds him. Jack isn't the type of person who 
goes out to buy a loaf of bread. He’s probably 
nevér had a sandwich in his life.” As the story of 
an alien attack in such an ordinary location 


developed, there was much talk about playing 
off the bizarre juxtapositions. “I really like the idea 
of someone walking in, and them all having to 
stop killing each other while this guy buys a packet 
of cigs,” Joseph explained. 

This resulted in a rough treatment for about 
half of Checkout, and а Бір discussion about the 
ending, which centred on getting Maggie, the 
last customer, out alive. Not all of Joseph's ideas 
were enthusiastically received. “I think my 


brilliantly cheerful idea was that the 
woman who was trapped in the 
supermarket with Jack and lanto 
would escape at the end, only to 
ы з find her children were already and 
= ironically dead in the car. It's a 
3 completely terrible idea and I'm very 
lucky I wasn't sacked on the spot." 
4 While Joseph was working on the 
treatment — good ideas and bad — 
Russell was trying to find an way of 
writing the opening episode of series two: The 
solution seemed to be taking the supermarket plot 
back from Joseph, but in the end pressure from 
other projects meant Russell only wrote the first 
scene of the episode, before handing it over to 
Chris Chibnall 
This new episode became Kiss Kiss, Bang Bang, 
and Checkout checked out from the lineup for 
series two. But Joseph's work hadn't been wasted. 


THE LOST EPISODES 


» CHECK IT ШТ 


JOE LIDSTER'S OTHER PITCHES... 


INTO THE SILENCE: A cab driver is sending 
people to Hell using a box of matches. He's 
opened up 8 link to a vold where people 
live out the rest of their lives in their own. 
persona! nightmare, When Jack falls into the. 
shadows, how will Torchwood rescue hir 


COMMUNION: A Messiah is making the. 

clubbers of Cardiff super-confident. What 

appears to be the ghost of a priestis drawing — 

the young to an abandoned Church — 

transformed into a club — where he promises 
теуі! all become like God. 


CHILDREN: A serial killer A 
Cardiff, ng the word ‘alien’ by the bodie: 
wen realises she was at school with 
victims, she becomes convinced that 
ething happened to her class at school, 
at Torchwood were involved. Can Gwen 
Jack's assurances that there's a simple 
explanation? Especially when the killer has 
a faceless grey friend who watches over him? 


He recalls that Russell had been impressed with 
an idea for a scene between lanto and Maggie on 
the supermarket's roof, and asked him to use it 
in an episode based around their relationship — 

a dead man helping a grieving woman stay alive. 
^1 liked the idea of two people, on a roof at night, 
looking out over the city and talking. It felt very 
Torchwood,” Joseph says. 

Though it was Owen who was at the heart of 
the story that grew from this scene, A Day In The 
Death, Joseph reckons his opportunity to write 
the episode began with the interest in lanto he 
showed in an early email. 

"lanto. He's the character who interests me the 
most," wrote Joseph. "What is he all about? 
Presumably, he grew up in Wales and moved to 
London. Got a job at Torchwood One then it all 
went wrong because of Lisa. Presumably һе didn't 
make coffee at TW1. He used to have goals and 
a career and a life. And now? He makes coffee 
for his exciting and beautiful workmates and he 
occasionally sleeps with Jack. Does he have 
a family? Old friends? While the rest of the team 
are all isolated from society in a way, they still can 
go out drinking etc. lanto does nothing. So... part 
of him must be thinking, what's the point?"» 
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Across Cardiff, a series of phone calls is driving people to suicide. In the latest case, a carpenter saws his 
own head in half. His wife kills herself hours later having received a text message that appears to be from 
her husband. It simply reads: "JOIN ME." 

Owen befriends Ellie, the couple's devastated daughter. His autopsy reveals that her father's brain 
was devoid of serotonin, the chemical that causes happiness. Meanwhile, Jack and Gwen track the 
phone calls to Madoc House — an abandoned office block once home to the Cardiff and West 
Building Society — but most of the phones have been stripped out and sold off. 

Owen cooks for Ellie and tells her how he couldn't stop his own mother from killing herself. As 
she's about to reply, her phone rings. Ellie is stunned to hear her mother, saying she is in hell 

Working at home, Gwen finds records of a series of suicides at Madoc House, shortly before 
it closed. She also gets а call, and answers it to hear a mysterious voice say: "I'm returning your 
call...” A few minutes later, Rhys finds Gwen's body on the sofa — she's taken an overdose. 

Owen rushes from comforting Ellie to save Gwen's life. A stunned Gwen tells Jack that the 
voice on the line talked her into suicide, somehow taking all the hope out of life. Rhys is 
horrified — is this what Torchwood is like? He wants Gwen to leave. They're getting married in 
a few weeks and he doesn't want to lose her. 

Jack and Tosh call Richard Tyler, the man responsible for the redevelopment of Madoc 
House. Eventually, Tyler admits, "It started with that bloody thunderstorm..." but then the 
ee cuts off. Jack redials, only to be told: "This person's phone is not available. The person 
you are calling is dead." Minutes later they find the wreckage of his crashed car. 

Owen calls Ellie to apologise for leaving her last night. She's walking in the Bay. As he's 
talking, a new voice cuts in on the line. It's another Owen, persuading Ellie to kill herself. 

The real Owen rushes out of the Hub, and is just in time to prevent Ellie drowning. 

Back inside the Hub, Jack explains that something is in the phone system, something 
that "hates Humanity's guts". As he says this, all the phones in the Hub start to ring, 

Tosh finds out that the suicides started in 1976, after a lightning strike on Madoc House 
during a period of Rift activity. Something got into the phones then, and, now the old 
telephone equipment in the building is being sold on. An old telephone exchange from 
Madoc House is being used by a call centre, and that's how it escaped. 

Owen takes an unconscious Ellie home — Retconned so she won't remember what 
she tried to do. He goes to a café, where there's a call for him — his dead mother. 

The voice promises to demonstrate its powers, and all round the cafe phones start to 
ring, and customers start to kill themselves. 

Owen runs through Cardiff as phone after phone rings and more people die. Не 
calls Torchwood — they've got to stop it! 

Gwen and Jack race to the call centre and blow up the exchange — but whatever 
creature was inside it has escaped. Jack answers a phone call, and suddenly 
thinks he's a Weevil, chasing Gwen 

Tosh realises that she can harness the mobile phone network to generate an 
electro-magnetic pulse and defeat the creature, She sets off the pulse just as a crazed 
Jack hurls himself at Gwen, plunging the city into darkness and silence. Тһе 
creature has Бет wiped from the phone system and Cardiff, and Jack, returns to normal 


DEADLINE 
By 


PHIL FORD 


O rorcuwoon 


>> THE STORY BEHIND THE STORY. 


Hang on, you're thinking, I know this one! It's the 
Torchwood radio play where telephone calls put 
people into trances, and lanto talks to a comatose 
Jack while Gwen and Rhys get to the bottom of ` 
the mystery! 

Well, yes and no. Writer Phil Ford originally 
developed The Dead Line as a very different 
television episode. He explains: “I was working on 
Eye Of The Gorgon for The Sarah Jane Adventures, 
and they asked me come up with some ideas for 
Torchwood. Most of them were probably rubbish, 


but | was having a conference call with Russell and 


Julie when the idea for Deadline came about. 


Russell said he'd been on the phone to somebody, 


when this other voice had suddenly come on the 
line and started talking, which was a bit bizarre. 
That was really the starting point, and the 
intention was that it would become episode 
four of series two. 

"ive always loved that idea of old 
phones ringing," Phil continues. "It 
was a great visual opening of one of 
those old Bakelite phones ringing. 
When a phone rings in the 
middle of the night it's always 
bad news." The central idea 
saw something in the phones 
causing wave after wave 
of gory suicides across 
Cardiff. "it opened with 
а man, a carpenter, leaving 
his wife in bed to answer the 
phone downstairs and he doesn't 
come back. She goes down to find him, 
but the phone's just lying there. She steps into his 
workshop just as she hears his buzzsaw coming 
оп..." Phil chuckles as he remembers the 
gruesome opener. “Не puts his head into the 
buzzsaw and there's blood and brain all over the 
place! And that's just the teaser!” 

Deadline features Owen extensively, and Phil 
explains that from the early stages of series two 
a lot of thinking was being done about this 
character. “Julie was keen that Deadline should 
be a big story for Owen. There's a lot of medical 
stuff that's ideal for him, and he befriends the 
daughter of the dead couple. It was a great, 
positive story for Owen." Of course, plans for what 


would happen to Owen during series two later 
changed dramatically 

41 did two drafts of Deadline," Phil recalls. 
"Russell was pencilled in to write the season finale 
of Sarah Jane, but he ended up being too busy with 
the Doctor Who Christmas special. When I was 
asked to take over on the Sarah Jane finale, | said, 
‘Absolutely!’ and we put The Dead Line on hold. By 
the time | got back to Torchwood, everything had 
changed about what was happening with Owen. 

“| gota phone call from Julie, who said, ‘Ive got 
some bad news.’ Basically, the story arc and order 
of series two had changed so 
much that Deadline just 

didn’t fit in any more, as 
| Owen was going to be 
killed. But then they 
offered me the wedding 
episode, instead, which 
became Something Borrowed, 
and Deadline went into 
suspended animation.” 
But that wasn't quite the end 
of Deadline. “Some time later they 
asked me to contribute one of the 
radio plays,” says Phil. “And, as they 
say, а good idea never dies! It did 
change quite a bit, because we didn’t 
have Owen any more and, unexpectedly, 
Radio 4 plays can’t have suicides in them!” 
Instead, Deadline became an investigation for 
Gwen and Rhys, and the phone calls now sent 
people into trances. “Jack went into a trance and 
it became more of a lanto story,” Phil explains. 
"That's kind of ironic, because back when it was 
going to be an Owen story, the plan was to kill 
lanto in season two.” 

In fact, lanto’s survival allowed for one of The 
Dead Line’s best remembered scenes, when lanto 
‘opens his heart to the comatose Jack. “Ah, the 
big scene!" says Phil. “YII tell you how that came 
about. | was at a convention with Gareth, and during 
dinner he did this Shakespearean soliloquy. He 
was brilliant, so | thought, let's do something like 
that! He's a marvellous actor and radio is perfect 
for that. It's a long speech, and while you could do 
оп TY, it works so much better on radio. l'm really 
pleased that people remember it for that." 
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» OTHER DEADLINES 


With Deadline in limbo, the idea of deadly 
phone calls was used to test out new writers. 
Here’s a summary of the treatment Joseph 
Lidster was asked to provide. 


1471: An old lady answers the phone, then 
burns to death in her armchair. What appears 
to be a case of spontaneous human 
combustion takes a darker turn when it turns. 
out that she set herself on fire. Jack finds. 
evidence of the suicide rate in Cardiff doubling 
Tosh suggests it's because it's winter and 
the nights are drawing in. 
jen discovers that the deaths are taking 
° as darkness falls, and Tosh finds that all 
ictims died with the phone off the hook, 
n investigates a man who died talking 
ile, Gwen warns Rhys not to answer 
ind Tosh heads to a block of flats. 
early all the tenants have committed 
The night is getting very dark indeed 
h finds the apartment manager Danny 
and warns him to get out. BUL as the deaths 
continue, she realises he is making the calls, 
and he can talk people to death on his phone. 
At the Hub, Gwen receives a phone call 
and lanto has to save her from killing herself. 
Jack realises that it's not just Danny — it's 
hone: Something in his phone is making 
Ils by itself, causing deaths across the city. 
With every death, the night sky gets a little 
eer. The creature calls Jack, trying to get him 
to kill himself, but it can't, allowing Jack to 
find out more about it. a creature of 
trapped in the network, listening to 
sad, lonely people. And it used 
find a way to stop their misery 
rrified, kills himself, and Cardiff's 
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Deadly Tarot readings come true! 


Beth is too good at doing Tarot cards — her readings end in death. She warns a couple to 
avoid red cars, only for them to be run over on a street where all the cars are red. A man is 
steers clear of the sea after Beth tells him to beware of boats — only to be killed when 

a rowing boat falls on him out of the sky. Finally, Beth tells an unwitting Gwen to stay away 
from cheese. 

When Tosh realises that all of Beth's clients have died, Torchwood must save Gwen from 
cheese. They race to а restaurant where Gwen is out with Rhys. Jack shoots the cheese 
plate from her hands — and just as Gwen is demanding an explanation, a pizza delivery bike 
smashes through the window. lanto pulls her out of the way. All the pizzas had extra cheese. 

Torchwood interrogate a terrified Beth, trying to discover the source of her powers. 
She foretells death for a bag of a chips, only for them to be devoured by the pterodactyl 
When the team scan her, they discover she's an alien sleeper agent, gathering 
information for an invasion 

Beth has no idea she’s an alien. She lets Torchwood scan her brain to find out more. 
Her hidden identity emerges. She's from Cormonia-114, a telekinetic race who gather 
information, before invading and stripping planets. Beth is disgusted with herself 

Torchwood eventually decide to keep her in the basement, much to lanto's fury. As 
they place her in the cell, they deactivate her transmitter. When this happens, a second 
sleeper agent wakes up. 

Beth tells Gwen how horrified she is by what she may have done in the past, and at 
how her telekinetic powers were causing death. None of her nice predictions came true, 
only the bad ones. Traumatised by her true nature, Beth pretends to have reverted 
threatening to kill Gwen. The rest of the team gun her down. She just wanted to die 

As David, the second sleeper heads to Torchwood, he triggers a biological weapon 
on Beth's body, paralysing the team, apart from Jack, who is investigating Beth's fiat 

Jack rushes back to the Hub to find David torturing the team for information, He 
leaps down the invisible lift shaft, pulverising David. Jack demands to know when the 
invasion is happening. "They're already here,” says David, and he dies smiling. 


ROSS МУ PALM WITH SILVER 
by 
JAMES MORAN 


ፎን rorcuwoon 


>> THE STORY BEHIND THE STORY. 


James Moran came to Torchwood after the success 
of his horror film Severance. He was invited to 
pitch possible ideas for series two (see panel, 
right), before Cross My Palm... was selected as the 
most likely candidate for development. 

“Му favourite idea was the one they picked,” 
says James. "Though the Tosh one was a very close 
second. didn't know what the story was, but 
I thought it'd be really cool — maybe even just her 
on her own for the entire thing. But everyone. 
really liked the idea of an alien in disguise that was 
convinced it was human, and that 
was the most fleshed-out idea, 
so we went with that one." 

Я James delivered an outline 
of Cross My Palm With Silver which 
eventually became the series two 
episode Sleeper. "It differs from 
Sleeper in a few big ways," 
explains James, "even though 
its structurally pretty 
similar. Originally, Beth was 
a fake fortune teller, who was 
making her pretend fortunes come true 
with her unknown telekinetic abilities. When they 
lock Beth away, she makes them shoot her in the 
middle of the story (in Sleeper, this happens at the 
end), and that activates a defensive device, which 
shoots out poisonous spores and paralyses the 
team. Instead of them going іп pursuit of David, 
the other sleeper agent, he comes to find them, 
and to find out how much they know. I wanted 
Jack to race back to the Hub to defeat David in 
a horribly expensive stunt sequence!" 

It wasn't long before James started receiving 
the notes that would see Cross My Palm... 
transformed into Sleeper, "The original version 
took Beth out of the story far too soon," says 
James, "and it took the team far too long to figure 
out she was an alien. Making it more personal, 
and making Beth actually do the thing that starts 
the story (in Sleeper, she unwittingly kills a pair of 
burglars), brings Torchwood to her straight away 
and kicks the main story off much faster. Also, 
because Beth is the guest character, it didn't feel 
right to lose her halfway through, so | made her 
more involved in the storyline, so they'd need her. 
help to track down David." 


The changes made to Beth meant the Tarot 
cards were quickly lost. "The fortune telling aspect. 
was dropped to get to the main story faster, but 
that was a good thing. The cheese scene was just 
a placeholder, until I thought of something more 
convincing to put Gwen in danger, but it was so. 
silly it started to undermine the whole opening. 
The danger is that you get stuck there and can't 
think of anything else, so I'm very glad the whole 
fortune telling thing didn't quite fit with the 
direction we went in. There are two missing bits I'd 
love to have seen, though: an overhead shot 

of the street full of red cars, with the 
black Torchwood SUV driving slowly 
through them, and the bit where 
a man gets killed by a falling boat." 
Having revised his treatment 
to something that much more closely. 
resembled Sleeper, James began work 
on the script. In its early stages, it saw Jack 
and Beth racing to stop David in Beth's 
battered old Trabant, instead of the SUV. 
As the script extracts show (right), the car 
didn't survive David's self-destruction — 

a fate that was briefly considered for 
Torchwood's own vehicle. "There was serious 
debate about whether we should blow up the SUV," 
says James. "But it would have affected too many 
other episodes, and there was enough to budget 
for in the episode as it was! We joked that if the 
episode got any more expensive, the telephone 
exchange explosion would have been replaced with 
a shot of a gloved hand cutting through a wire!” 

The final changes were made at the readthrough, 
just before production began. “I did-another quick 
draft once I'd heard the lines being read,” says 
James. "One scene was actually being filmed the 
next day, so volunteered to rewrite it right there 
in the office. It was only a short scene, but it stil 
felt like I was living on the edge!” 

James is very pleased about the evolution of 
Cross My Palm... from Tarot and cheese to the 
explosive Sleeper. “It's my favourite process of 
anything I've worked on," he says. "Partly because 
it was my first time, and partly because | was 
working with such smart, creative people. You 
always remember your first time! It was a hugely. 
educational, fun and exciting experience." 
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>) SLEEPER HITS? 


JAMES MORAN’S OTHER PITCHES... 


UNPLUGGED: When | saw the array of gear 
Toshiko has in the Hub, | thought it might 
be quite fun to force the team, or just her, 
into some sort of situation Where they have 
no gadgets or weaponry. it would be quite 
Toshiko-centric, as she is the computer 
genius with amazing technical skills, but in 
the episode, she would be without any of her 
computers ог gadgets, not even a pocket 
calculator. She can't quite handle it at First, 
and almost goes into meltdown (shadows of 
the irritability I feel when | can't check my 

for a day or two,„.), but then she's 

d to improvise with what she has, using 

chnical skills in a different way, 


OOZE: People around the city are being found 
th all their bones removed — just dead 
nd skin. There's no connection 
», except that they are all ethnic 
The team discover that a group. 
of Neo-Nazis have found an alien 
hat uses sonic Vibrations 
o vaporise solid matter, and 
[ 
fit their ideal master 
age: They don't 


realise they're using 


the weapon on a low 
nd if they 
onf 
wipe 


yone 


It's night in Cardiff, and a gang attacks a woman in an alleyway. "Good luck," she tells them. Within seconds 
the gang are all dead by improbable means: an asthma attack, a bullet ricochet, an accidentally 
severed jugular, a speeding taxi. "Your luck wasn't very good after all," says the girl 

She's Branwen. We follow her to a bar where we notice a remarkable tattoo on her 
hand. Branwen has a scrap of paper on which is written: Torchwood’. 

Jack, Gwen and lanto rush to the site of a crashed weather satellite. There Gwen meets 
called Liz, and Andy is nearly killed in an accident. Terrified, Liz says it's all her fault. 

Gwen takes Liz to a café, where the owner gets scalded with boiling water. Liz says she's 
а jinx who causes harm to any man who comes near. She's too scared to go home to her 
husband, Gwen promises to help, not noticing that the tattoo on Liz's hand has vanished 
Liz gives Gwen the slip before she realises the tattoo is now on her own hand. And 
that’s when really horrible things start to happen to the men in Gwen Cooper's life.. 

First, Andy nearly dies when Gwen meets him at a multi-storey car park and the 
concrete crumbles around him. Then lanto’s electrocuted by the satellite. Jack begs 
Gwen for help with an adrenaline shot, but the needle snaps in Gwen's hand. She runs. 

Jack catches up with Gwen, and she tells him about her cursed tattoo. Jack believes 
her but shrugs off the danger - and is promptly knocked down by a motorbike. 

Gwen calls lanto from her flat, only to discover the Jinx works over the phone, too. 
The handle of lanto's coffee mug breaks, scalding him. She is now desperate to get 
away, but Rhys comes home. She sneaks out without meeting him, but not before 
he's nearly been boiled, drowned and electrocuted by the washing machine. 

She goes to the hotel where Liz works, and finds her celebrating with her husband 
Liz confesses that last night a woman called Branwen gave her the tattoo and told 
her to find Torchwood. Meanwhile Branwen is covertly observing Gwen and Liz. She 
phones her cousin Arianrhod to say that this time she'll win their game. 

Jack realises that Gwen's tattoo is an elaborate Celtic Knot, and takes lanto to 
meet a professor in the subject. They meet at a university library, little realising that's 
where Gwen's gone to hide... The professor starts to explain about Celtic Knots, 
but Gwen bumps into them, and he is crushed under falling bookshelves. Gwen runs 
again, and her phone rings. It's Branwen. She'll help Gwen to get rid of the jinx. 

‘At the Hub, Jack and lanto research Celtic mythology. Branwen and Arianrhod were. 
feuding goddesses — the White Raven and the Silver Wheel. Gwen's tattoo resembles 
a component of the Rift Manipulator, which starts to explain how it can shape events. 

On Branwen's instructions, Gwen goes to a club where a band called The Silver 
Wheel is playing. The singer is is Arianhrod. Gwen asks for her help, but she flees. She 
won't let Gwen pass the tattoo on to her! Branwen says that Arianrhod thinks she's 
cheating at the game, and is summoning the rest of the clan. This is bad news. 

Jack tracks down Arianhrod. She is not a goddess but an alien. Even so, mythology 
tells him how to destroy the knot that allowed her kind to come here: using purifying 
fire, in this case from a lighter. The game is over, and it's a long time before there'll 
be a rematch, The two aliens leave this realm, banished for a thousand years, the length 
of time it will take to tie another knot. 
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THE JINX 


ANDREW CARTMEL 
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Andrew Cartmel is familiar to Doctor Who fans 
as the script editor during the Sylvester McCoy 
years. When the classic series ended in 1989, he 
maintained his links with the series, writing four ` 
novels featuring the Seventh Doctor, but moved 
away from working in television. So how did he 
finding himself in the world of Torchwood? 

"A friend of mine told me Torchwood were 
looking for writers,” says Andrew. “I know Russell 
T Davies, so | approached him, and he was very 
nice about it. He said that he'd liked my Doctor 
Who novels and he was very encouraging and 
approachable: So from there | was asked to come 
up with some ideas to pitch to Russell and the 
script editor, Brian Minchin." 

Andrew came up with five potential stories 
(see panel, over the page), and took 
them along to an encouraging 
meeting with Russell and Brian. 

“1 took along a pitch called 
Babymother," he recalls, "about 

a single mother on a housing 

estate, which was the one I thought 
everyone would go for. 'd been inspired 

by a documentary called Pramface, 

which is what they called the poor girl 

But Russell didn't go for that, or the one 

about possessed cars that | thought he might like. 
He went for The Jinx right away. He loved it 
from the title on. As I was describing what would 


happen, he cited the Final Destination films, with 


those sequences of events that lead to disaster. 
He really liked the idea of elaborate contrivances 
bringing people down. It's funny how people 
never go for what you expect, but as long as they 
go for something, then that's great!” 

Development of The Jinx was itself jinxed 
however, and as series two developed, the 
production team found themselves occupied with 
fitting stories around the death of lanto/Owen, 
and Gwen and Rhys's wedding in episode nine. An 
accidental casualty of this was Andrew's script, 
development of which stalled to a halt. 

“Working on Torchwood was a very peculiar 
blend of things happening very quickly and then 
happening very slowly, and sometimes not 
happening at all," he says. "There was a huge 
hiatus — a gap of about a year between that initial 


meeting with Russell and Brian, and the next one 
with Julie Gardner and Gary Russell." 

With series two done and dusted, The Jinx 
looked like a likely contender for series three. Gary 
Russell sent his notes back to Andrew, saying, 
among other things, that he couldn't believe that 
a guy with an asthma inhaler would be the leader 
of a gang. 

ግ thought the inhaler was an interesting touch,” 
Andrew maintains today. “It was a succinct way 
of making him something more than a routine 
bad guy. But then I saw a movie called The Lookout 
by Scott Frank where the chief bad guy used an 
asthma inhaler. That told me that I had been 
entirely right, but also that I no longer wanted to 
use it because Scott Frank had got there first! So 
Gary got what he wanted in a roundabout way. 

“Another comment | disagreed with was when 
Brian said that the girl who was freed from the 

curse would go out and celebrate. | thought 
that someone who'd gone through such 
an ordeal was just as likely to want to go 
home and hide under the duvet. However, 
what he suggested was useful in terms of plot 
logistics. It provided me with a neat way for 

Gwen to run into the girl again.” 

But with things starting to take 
shape after more than a year, news 
came that series three might not 
follow the same episodic format as 
its two predecessors. 

“The word from the chain of 
command was that they didn’t know what was 
going to happen, but I should go ahead and write 
the script anyway," says Andrew. "That was great, 
because l'd created these characters and situations 
and I was itching to write it and bring them to 
life. Plus it enabled me to get paid, which is 
always nice!" 

It's fascinating to imagine what that lost 
version of series three might have been like, and 
Andrew offers an intriguing hint. "As far as I can 
remember, the commission said to write for the 
core team of Jack, Gwen and lanto, but with the 
possibility that other new characters might have to 
be plugged in later." 

More would have been revealed at a planning 
meeting for the new series, but circumstances + 
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intervened. “All of the writers were booked to go_ 
to Cardiff,” says Andrew. “The emails had gone out 
with the codes to pick up the train tickets, and 
then at the last minute it was all cancelled.” 
Torchwood had been recommissioned, but it was 
no longer a 13-part series for BBC2. It would now 
be a five-part, showpiece drama for ВВС1. All 
development was consequently abandoned. 

So The Jinx had lived up to its title, and fallen 
foul of simple bad luck. Andrew's finished script 
featured plenty of interplay between a new core 
team of just Jack, Gwen and lanto, but it would 
never see the light of day. 

“Artistically | just wanted to write the scriptand. 
tell my story," he says. "I felt really pleased that. 

* Yd written the regulars very well. | thought I'd really 
captured Gwen. Eve Myles is a lovely actress and 
you do sympathise with her. I tried to get that 
across with my Gwen. 

“It's a bit like being a musician and having 
a good ear. You sit down and start writing stuff and 
it just sounds right, and | think that comes from 
lots and lots of practice. | spent years and years 
writing things where people didn't sound like 
anybody. But the Torchwood script was one where 
I felt the characters had really come to life. It's 
a real shame the actors never got to play that out. 
That is definitely my deepest regret.” Andrew 
reflects on this, then laughs. "Though maybe one 
day someone will publish the unproduced scripts!" 


2 CHARM OFFENSIVE 


ANDREW CARTMEL'S OTHER PITCHES... 


DIPLOMATIC MISSION: Al 

o cl which is causing disruption 

to their Galaxy. But the offers too good to be 
Torchwood discover they will close. 


THE RIFT PRESERVATION SOCIETY: The 
team come under attack from a band of 
varriors who see the Rift as a natural 
which shouldn't be controlled or 
interfered with 


BABYMOTHER: A weary single mother pushes. 
her pram around a sinister housing estate. 
The baby has taken over her life — literally, 
as it is really an alien cuckoo with deadly 
[This idea was later reworked as 
The Wrong Hands for the Torchwood short 
story collection, Consequences.] 


intentions 


DOMINANT LIFE FORM: What if an alien 
sciousness into the 
dominant life furm an any given planet and 
a prime specimen of that life form? 
And what if the dominant life form on Earth 
vas judged to be the automobile? The sleek 
hwood SUV takes оп а sinister new 
>ssessed by an alien intelligenc 
becomes the team 
They are for 
pursue it in the 


could project it 


only other vehicle 

available, a clapped- 
W camper 

van. A hair-raisi 

duel, 

School run! 


REVENANTS - 


BY JOSEPH LIDSTER 


KTRME 


Trying to come to terms with his living death, lanto joins a group of people who've had near-death 
experiences. One member is Maggie — while the others talk of a great light, Maggie saw only darkness. 


_ She and lanto form a bond over this. 


As Torchwood become increasingly worried about lanto's despair, we realise that Maggie sees herself 
as an Angel of Death. Her purpose is to find people who've "come back”. She can disperse them with 


i a single touch, and has been doing just that to this very group. 


Gwen and Tosh discover that Maggie's lethal touch is due to her own near-death experience: when her 
parents were abducted by aliens, she absorbed an energy field. lanto goes to meet Maggie one last time. 
Desperately lonely, Maggie reaches out to lanto, and he touches her cheek = absorbing the energyafield 
and bringing her peace. In Maggie's last moments, she sees something wonderful — lanto doesn't vanish, 


he glows. 


lanto returns to the Hub to find it decorated with candles and Jack waiting for him. lanto smiles. 


"1 died," he says, "but I'm still alive.” 


After Russell expressed interest in the relationship 
between lanto and Maggie in Checkout (see page 
32), Joseph started work on Revenants, a story 
about a group of people who have been affected 
by their own near-death experiences, and are 
being preyed upon by an "Angel of Death’. In 
several versions of the story, Rhys is among those 
who have had such an experience. 

However, the plot for Revenants started to 
change early on. The central incident that had 
appealed to Russell — Maggie and lanto 
talking on the roof — remained, but the 
story became one about lanto coming to 


= terms with his death, and visiting the 


house of an eccentric alien collector. The 
story was now called "A Day In The | 
Death Of lanto Jones" and remained 

that way until, Joseph received 

a phone call, just as he was about to 
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>) THE STORY BEHIND THE STORY. 


start writing, telling him it was now Owen who was 
going to die and be brought back to ‘life’. 
Armed with this news, Joseph continued to 
develop the story into a script, unaware that his 
work on Checkout had so impressed people 
that he wan no longer writing an over-commission, 
but was now confirmed as writing a definite 
episode of series two. "I found out at [script editor] 
Gary Russell's flat-warming party,” laughs 
Joseph. “I was talking to a few people, and 
they were talking like my script was no 
longer an over-commission. I asked 
Gary if anything was going on and he 
said that yes, they'd decided they 
were actually going to make it! 
^ reacted in a very calm, sensible 
and grown-up matter," he recalls. 
“| definitely didn't start hugging people 
or screaming!" 


The Dead Line (see page 34) wasn't the only story 
idea that Phil Ford developed for series two. When 
he was originally asked for to pitch, among the 
ideas was “something about a creature living in an 
apartment block. My take on it at the time was 
that it was probably going to be quite а run-down 
apartment block. | remember that Chris [Chibnall, 
lead writer] wasn't quite so keen on that setting, 
so we left that at some point. The next thing 

I remember is having a conference call with Russell 
and Julie while | was literally in the process of 
buying my new house. | was sat in the showroom 
having this conversation about Torchwood and 
what | might do!” 

The new setting for SkyPoint gradually came 
into place. “| took on Chris Chibnall's advice and, 
rather than setting it in a run-down apartment 
block, I put it in a brand-spanking new one. It 
struck me that every time | went to 
Cardiff there was a new tower 
block going up, and | remember 
standing on the platform at 
Cardiff Station surrounded by 
cranes everywhere. | thought, 
let's go with that idea and make it work...” 

Eventually, Phil moved on to developing 
The Dead Line, then Something Borrowed, but 
SkyPoint still saw the light of day when it became 
a Torchwood novel. “When I got approached to 
write one of the novels, | thought, | always did like 


Residents are going missing in Cardiff's most desirable new apartment block, and it falls to Torchwood 
to find out why... We won't spoil the rest, in case you haven't read the novel yet! 


N 


that idea! It's great when there's an opportunity to 
use an idea that's been in the bottom drawer.” 

Writing up the storyline as a novel finally 
allowed Phil to write an Owen-heavy adventure, 
as Owen and Tosh go undercover as a married 
couple in the new apartment building. "I loved 
Owen. Owen and Tosh were both marvellous 
characters and | was so sad when they went. There 
was so much darkness and life to Owen, especially 
given that he was dead at that point! I just thought 
he was a really interesting character, and Burn 
was such an interesting actor. SkyPoint is kind of 
my tribute to Owen and Tosh.” 

Phil is pleased that both SkyPoint and The Dead 
Line eventually emerged in some form. “I also had 
an idea about a circle of occultists," he says, "They 
thought they were bringing something through 
from the 'other side' - which was in fact the other 
side of the Rift. From there, Owen suggests that 

the other side of the Rift is in fact death itself — 
but the idea didn't really go anywhere. At the 


end of the day, if an idea doesn't 
work it doesn't work, and there are 


all sorts of reasons why stories 
aren't pursued. It happens on every show 
I've ever worked on, and there's go point 
getting bitter about it. SkyPoint is proof that 
there are always ideas you get to use another 
time." He pauses and laughs. "Then of course there 
are all the ones no one will ever look at!” 
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ack could feel the tears pricking at his eyes. This always happened. 

Barely into Act One and the soprano's high notes of Chi Il Bel Sogno 

Di Doretta got to him. His broad shoulders relaxed back into the 

velour of the Cardiff Millennium Centre seat as he let Puccini's aria 

wash over him. 

Some weeks ago he had suggested to Gwen and lanto that they try 
and indulge іп a few entertainments out of their comfort zone. They rarely got 
downtime and had decided to treat each other to a ‘cultural first’. lanto's 
invitation to the pantomime last Christmas had proved a disaster after Jack had 
been convinced to go on stage and lead the children in a chorus of The Time 
Warp. So Puccini was a welcome change. However, the moment was broken as 
an elbow dug into his arm. He turned to see Gwen mouthing Sorry at him. 

She fidgeted for a few seconds and then pushed back into the seat. Jack kept 
ап eye on her as she opened her mouth in an almighty yawn. 

He leaned over. "You can't be bored already." 

"Sorry, lack. did say you should have brought lanto. Opera's not really 
my thing” 

^| thought that was the point,” replied Jack. "lanto's done opera. 
You haven't. 

An irritated shush from behind them halted the whispered exchange. 
The music continued for a few seconds until a very tinny, but unmistakable 
Rhys-like voice came from Gwen's jacket pocket. 

"Come on gorgeous, answer your phone... Come on gorgeous, answer 
your phone...” 

Gwen cursed under her breath and scrambled in her jacket pocket as several 
people around her tutted in disgust. Jack looked at her, disbelief bordering on 
anger in his eyes. "Bloody Rhys keeps playing with my phone,” she offered as an 
excuse then, looking at the phone, silenced the ringtone and showed the call-ID 
to Jack. 

lanto." 

Jack sighed. They both knew he would call only in an emergency. 


anto wiped the frothed excess milk from the lip of his coffee cup and tipped 

a light dusting of cinnamon on his drink. He sipped at it, tilting his head as 

he rolled the taste around his mouth. Then he nodded in appreciation at his 

own efforts and took a larger mouthful as the gate began to swing open 
behind him, lights flashed and the big round door rolled to the side, revealing 
Jack and Gwen in mid-argument. 

41917 when | first saw that opera. And that was interrupted by an air raid. Ive 
still never seen the end." 

lanto smiled as Gwen rolled her eyes at Jack. "La Rondine?" he asked. 

Jack nodded, "It's not the greatest opera but it has certain personal memories 
for me. Monte Carlo, a certain tenor. 


A NEW SHORT STORY BY 
RICHARD STOKES 
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"And we'll leave the rest of that story to our imaginations," interrupted Gwen. 
"lanto, you called?" 

lanto put down his coffee and walked over to the computer display at Gwen's 
desk, tapped at the keyboard, and stood back. The others gathered around the 
display and looked at the readings. They both knew instantly what it meant. 

"There's been Rift activity in the last few minutes," said Jack. "And right here 
in the Hub." 

"What came through? Where is it?" asked Gwen. 

"It wasn't a what. It was a who." 

lanto tapped at the keyboard again, and several images of the Hub's cell 
complex came up on the CCTV display. 

“I think he's from Italy. I put him in a cell.” 

"Any idea who he is?" said Gwen. 

“Difficult to be sure," lanto continued. "My Italian stops at ‘Prego’ and 
"Quanto costa per un'ora?" 

"Quanta what?" 

"How much by the hour," Jack answered Gwen's question with a smile. "Best 
not to ask." 


wen was alone in the cell corridor. She leaned 
towards the glass and looked into the large green 
eyes of the man on the other side. They seemed 
immediately disarming, paternal even. They were 
framed by а shock of greying hair апа 
a short beard, and he was dressed in simple leathers 
and cloth. 

"Hello," she said. No answer. "Buon journo," she 
added with an accompanying gesticulation. He 
smiled at her, and that provoked an involuntary 
smile from her. 

She turned as she heard the door at the end of 
the corridor, and Jack and lanto walked in. 

lanto nodded at the prisoner, "Has he said 

anything?" 

^No, not yet. What do you think, Jack? What 
form of torture should we use on this evil 
monster? Deny him his five a day?" 

But Jack wasn't listening. He approached the 
window of the cell and put his hand up against 
the glass. 

*Good to see you again, Jack,” said the man 

in a stilted fashion, the words tripping over a 
heavy accent. 
Jack stared back at him, eyes growing 
wider in surprise and wonder. 
"Leo?" 
The man smiled and nodded. 
"Who's Leo?" asked lanto, curtly, 


n the boardroom, Gwen and lanto 
sat at the big mahogany table 
as Jack paced in front of the 
flatscreen monitor, on which was 

а familiar pencil sketch of an old 

man with a long white beard. 
“Leonardo,” announced Jack to 

his audience. “The original 

Renaissance man. Polymath. Genius. 

Call him what you will, but he's 500 

years out of his time and we have to 
get him back. Now." 
"Sorry," said Gwen in that tone 
of voice Jack knew was going to 
lead to the $64,000 question. "Are 
we talking Leonardo da Vinci? 
Mona Lisa and all that?" 
lanto answered on Jacks 
behalf. "Yes, though da Vinci isn't 
actually his name. It just means ‘of 
Vinci’, which is where he was born. 
Like if Shirley Bassey was called 
"Dame Shirley Splott." 
ግ rather like that." 
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Jack raised his hand to silence them. "That's not the point. We need to send 
him back.” 

"Oh, can't we keep him for a little bit?” asked Gwen. "What's he going to do? 
Paint us to death? Ive never met one of the real Ninja Turtles before." 

Jack sat down, his tone of voice dictating the seriousness of the situation. 
“He's a genius. That word is splashed around today like cheap cologne, but 
back then? We're talking mind-of-the-century, change-the-course-of-humanity 
genius. Think about where he is, what he's surrounded by. He can't be allowed 
to see or touch anything. Not this time." 

lanto nodded, before a frown slowly descended. "What do you mean, 'Not 
this time'? And how did he know who you were, anyway?” 

lack stood up and went to the monitor by way of a reply. He picked ир 
the remote at the side of the screen and started flicking through pages of old 
pencil sketches. 

“То the modern world, Leonardo is known for a handful of paintings, 
some pencil sketches and his detailed anatomical notebooks. He also drew 
concepts of ideas way ahead of his time, including helicopters, calculators. 
And this," 

He stopped flicking the remote and the extraordinary drawings stopped 
whizzing by, leaving one image on the screen: a detailed pencil sketch 
surrounded by cross-sections and scribbling. Jack could see from the two 
wide-eyed expressions in front of him that he had made his point. 

"This drawing has never been seen by anyone outside Torchwood. It's held 
in our archive, here in the Hub." 

lanto and Gwen were open-mouthed as they stared at the screen. It showed 
a perfect 500-year-old drawing of a Rift Key. 


lanto leaned forward, "So you're saying that he's the Leonardo we know 
now because he came to the Hub all that time ago? The helicopters, the 
anatomy, is all because of Torchwood? That's a bit disappointing." 

Jack shook his head slowly. “No. It wasn't like that. We may have lit the 
fire under his imagination, but the head on that kid was always one of 
a kind." 

"So how, precisely," asked Gwen "was he able to draw the detailed inside 
workings of a Rift Key?" 

“Не had it with him when we sent him back. The Rift manipulator was 
more stable then. If you knew exactly when and where someone came from, 
you could send them back with a Rift Key and some very high-grade math. 
With most people it was hard to get a precise temporal fix, but in Leo's case, 
he actually helped us with the equations." 

"So he dismantled the Rift Key when һе got home?" asked lanto. "Found 
out what made it tick?” za 

"Shouldn't its self-destruct function have kicked in?" added Gwen. 

“Yes it should. He must have stopped that, too. Like | said: mind of 
the century" 

lanto raised a hand, "What's that noise?" he asked 


distant, low whirring was coming from somewhere in the Hub. lanto 

had become attuned to the noises the place made throughout the day, 

and prided himself on being able to identify the various clicks, thuds, 

bangs and hums that came from the machinery, the locked-up Weevils 
and the distant buried chambers, barely visited. But this one was so faint, all 
three of them struggled to discern it 


n the cell Leonardo held the Rift Key in his hands. He turned the dull golden 
object over, admiring once more its beauty as he had done the first time һе 
had seen it, nearly 40 years ago. A teenager in Vinci, he had been minding 
his own business when a flash of light had struck him, and he awoke in 

a magical place like nowhere he had ever seen before. The Hub. He had spent 

part of that time in this very cell 

Recalling the memory, he looked around and smiled. He stood and stroked 
the hard stone wall with the palm of his hand. He never thought he'd make 
it back 

Little seemed to have changed. The girl and the boy were new, but Jack 
looked the same. Forty years had passed since he was last here — but how many 
for Jack? The question excited him. It was a new theory to ponder, but not now. 
Now he needed to start what he had come here to do. 

He placed the Rift Key back in the pouch he had made for it, which he kept 
around his waist, and dug around inside his leather jerkin for the other essential 
item with which he had returned. It was a thin rectangular card made of a 
substance he had never been able to identify. Plain on one side, with a dark rust 
coloured strip on the back — or the front. He did not know. He had yet to 
deconstructed the object, as there were no moving parts and there seemed no 
way inside the thin strip of hard material. 

What he did know, however, was if he held it close enough to the lock in his 
cell, the door opened obediently before him. 


ack held court in the boardroom. "In 1967," he said, "a 17-year-old kid 
from the late 15th Century got swept up in a Rift storm and deposited 
here. It took us a while to work out exactly who he was, but he charmed 
us all and was super-smart. He just wanted to learn and know everything. 

We all fell in love with him a little bit, and then it clicked exactly who he was 

Leonardo — the man who thought centuries ahead of his own time." 


* sort of recognise it,” said Gwen, straining to hear. 

Jack suddenly realised what it was and ran for the door. 

The recognition hit lanto like a hammer-blow at the exact same 
moment 

“It’s the hydraulics on the invisible lift!” 

Jack came running into the main chamber of the Hub at full speed and 
looked skyward at the lift platform as it ascended. He flipped open the 
vortex manipulator on his wrist and pressed a button, but to no avail. In 
frustration he pushed it again and again. Nothing. lanto arrived out of breath 
beside him 

“Why's nothing happening?" Jack barked 

“Too late,” gasped lanto. “Past the safety zone. Override won't work.” They 
stood and watched the lift reach its destination, and the big metal doors 
below it close with an echoing clang, 

“Guess it's the old-fashioned way, then,” said Gwen who'd come in behind 
them. All three of them ran for the stairs. 


eonardo stood by the fountain, gazing at the wonder of the world. Now 

this had changed since he was last here. This was bright, shiny, lots of 

people. Last time he was here it was dark and cold, and he remembered 

being shouted at by a large man with a crowbar, and approached by 
a woman who must have been freezing, judging by how few clothes she 
had worn. 

But this was amazing. This would provide him with everything he could 
possibly need. He took in the Millennium Centre, a huge bronze beetle of 
a building, and the wide expanse of the Plass leading to the Bay. He stepped off 
the lift. A passing couple jumped slightly at his movement and stared at him as 
they continued their journey. Odd, he mused. Must be his clothes. Now, he 
thought, where to begin? » 
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own by the Bay, Jack, Gwen and lanto came running out of the door 
below an evening crowd of happy summer drinkers. They continued 
at full pace under the footbridge and on to Roald Dahl Plass, heading 
for the fountain. A few minutes later their exhausted reflections 

danced in the silvery pillar as they looked around in the fading light 

“How far could һе have gone?" Asked Gwen. lanto did a quick calculation. 
”Sixty-something man, normal fitness, at pace, no more than 800 metres 
Approximately." 


"But he could have gone in any direction, What's he after? Is he heading 
away from the crowd, or into it?” 


Jack shook his head, frustrated at the turn of events. What was Leonardo 
after? Why would he come back? 

Gwen was realistic. "We could waste hours looking for him on foot. 
Better to use the CCTV feeds in the Hub and then pick him up in the SUV." 

"Or," said Jack, beginning to grin, "if he's still carrying the Rift Key we can 
lock on to the residual temporal radiation..." 

“Апа drag him back!" finished lanto. 


eonardo wandered among the busy summer crowds watching them 
eating and drinking. So many people! Nearly all were talking, yet very 
few to the people around them. The majority seemed to have a small 
black device clutched in their hand and pressed to their ear. Perhaps it 
was a Way of depositing a spoken message one could retrieve later, like 
а spoken letter? 

As he began sketching this idea in his mind, a group of young women 
walked past, laughing together, and all carrying similar devices. He watched 
as one of them stood apart from the others and held the device at arms 
length while the others all posed in a line. A flash of light from the device 


momentarily blinded him, then the girls laughed some more and carried on 
their way. 


As they passed, he was able to catch a quick glimpse of the device, now 
showing an instant miniature painting of the very scene he had just 
observed. Extraordinary. 

As he contemplated this, he began to feel an odd sensation in his 
stomach, like something was pulling at his insides. He felt nauseous very 
quickly and staggered back, bumping into a group of men who jumped to 
one side and began to shout about their spilt drinks. 

And then he was on the floor, being dragged by an invisible force as more 
and more people leaped out of his way. He went clattering through tables, 
bumping over steps and rebounding off walls as he lost all control. His legs 
and back began to burn with pain as he was pulled along the rough concrete. 
Too late he realised what must be happening — something to do with the Rift 
Key that was still attached to his waist. He grappled at the pouch, but at the 
speed he was travelling he couldn't get his fingers around the clasp. As he 
sped through Roald Dahl Plass, failing to avoid bemused bystanders, there 
was nothing left to do but scream. 

He hit the silver fountain with some force and let out a cry of pain. He 
stayed there, suspended about midway up, unable to move, looking down at 
Gwen who smiled up at him. 

"Gwen Cooper one, timeless genius nil," she said 


ack stood in the corridor, leaning against the perspex of Leonardo's 
cell door. He looked at old man who sat in the cell, rubbing his back 
in some pain. In Jack's pocket was the master key Leonardo had used 
to escape and in his hand was the Rift Key. 
He.turned to lanto. "Translator switched on?" he asked. 


CULTURAL FIRSTS 


"You have to go back, Leo. You can't stay here. It's too dangerous. You've 
already seen too much." 

*But what danger could it bring? I want to see, to understand-" 

“Things you should never see or never come close to understanding," 
Jack interrupted. "Time isn't something you can play with. To control it is 
a power beyond any of us. No human should ever be able to use it. Using 
knowledge of the future to change the past is something that can change 
a whole world!" 

Leonardo nodded. "Yes. For the better." 

“You can't know that.” 

Jack let the thought hang there, knowing, hoping Leonardo was one of 
the few who could genuinely grasp the monumental dangers he had left 
unspoken. Slowly Leonardo nodded. Jack opened the cell door and handed 
the Rift Key back to him. 

“We've reprogrammed this,” explained Jack, "to take yOu back to where 
and when you came from. If it makes you feel any better, we had to use the 
same math equation you left us with 40 years ago in order to be this 
accurate." 

Leonardo smiled. He remembered doing the calculus in his head to the 
amazement of the Torchwood team. But the truth was no, it didn't make him 
feel better. 

Jack didn't wait for an answer. "This time, the internal workings 
will burn-out when you get back, Leo. There'll be no tampering and no 
return trips." 

Leonardo took the burnished gold object and felt the comfort of its 
weight in his hand. 


LEONARDO STOOD AND LOOKED INTO JACK S 
EYES. THERE WAS AN AGE AND A PAIN TD HIM 
THAT HE HAD NEVER SEEN IN ANY OTHER MAN. 


lanto nodded. “It’s as accurate as | could make it. I've made a few 
adjustments to differentiate modern Italian from the language spoken five 
centuries ago.” 

“Nice touch,” said Jack. 

*| thought so,” nodded lanto. 

And with that he left Jack alone with Leonardo. 

“Sorry about the undignified lift back but you know why we had to, 
don't you?” 

Leonardo heard the translation instantly and shook his head. “All | want 
to do is explore.” 

Jack nodded his understanding, 

"| just want to know how it works," Leonardo continued. "How everything 
works. You don’t understand what that visit did to me all those years ago. 
The hunger, the desire to come back and learn more is... overwhelming. Have 
you any idea what its like to visit a place so extraordinarily beautiful, so 
different and wondrous compared to your own, that the thought of never 
going back is like a physical pain, an emptiness that grows in intensity every 
day of your life? Have you any idea what that's like?” 

Jack nodded, “Yes. | have.” 

Leonardo stood and looked into Jack's eyes. There was an age and a pain 
to him Leonardo had never seen in any other man. “I believe you,” he said. 
"And yet... You take it all for granted.” 

Jack smiled. “Believe me, we don't. If anyone understands the wonders of 
the world it's us, here at Torchwood. Every day we're confronted by stuff we 
don't understand. Most of it blows our minds if and when we figure out what 
it is or what it does. The marvels of the universe will never end for us.” 

> "Nor for me,” said Leonardo. 

They stared at one another for a moment, both knowing what must 

happen next. 


"Goodbye, Jack," he said and offered his hand. "I shall never forget you 
or the glimpse of this world I have seen." 

Jack shook his hand. He reached down and picked up the pint glass ОҒ 
water that had been sitting near his feet and offered it to Leonardo. 

"Drink this," he said. "Time travel can dehydrate you." 


ack in the heart of the Hub, Jack walked up to the coffee machine 
where lanto was prepping a particularly potent brew. 
Gwen was sat at her workstation, busy tapping away at the keys of 
her computer. 
"Did he take the Retcon?" lanto asked. 
Jack nodded. “Не won't remember any of it.” 
"So what he saw will have no influence over everything we know * 
about him?” 
Jack nodded. "Every last bit of it came from him." 
"Ys!" shouted Gwen in triumph from her desk. 
Jack and lanto looked over with a mix of curiosity and dread. 
“I've been hanging on this website since this morning,” she explained. 
“Finally!” 
“Finally what?” asked Jack. 
“Tickets for the international between Wales and Italy. Six Nations! 
Come оп!” 
lanto frowned. "That doesn't qualify as a cultural first. We saw that 
last year.” 
^| know,” said Gwen. "But they played here in Cardiff. This match is 
in Rome, which Ive never been to. And guess which airport We have to 
fly into?” 
Jack smiled. 
"Leonardo da Vinci," he said. T 
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NOTE: Dates not included here were dedicated to 
recording for Exit Wounds which was made as part. 
of the same block as Something Borrowed. 


Following a readthrough of Something Borrowed 
and Exit Wounds a few days earlier, the first day of 
Block 6 (Sunday 21 October) was dedicated to Exit 
Wounds, while the second focused on Something 
Borrowed. Of the regular cast, only Eve Myles, 
Gareth David-Lloyd and Kai Owen were required 
on location around Cardiff, starting at the premises 
of the Allison Jayne bridal store, where lanto looks 
for a wedding dress. The Oceana nightclub was 
then the venue for Gwen's hen night with Megan 
and Trina, after which Eve Myles's real wedding 
dress fitting took place. In the evening, a house in 
Rhymney Street was used for Rhys' morning phone 
call to his bride from Banana Boat's flat. Back at 
Torchwood's studio base at Upper Boat, John 
Barrowman took part in a publicity photoshoot 
during the day. 
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DONS HIS BEST MORNING 


SUIT TO CHART THE DEVELOPMENT AND PRODUCTION 
OF GWEN AND RHYS' BIG DAY... 


The next day, all the regulars bar Naoko Mori were 
reunited at Upper Boat for scenes in Gwen's flat 
and the Hub. At 8am, John Barrowman joined Sian 
Gunney to pose as Jack and his wife in the period 
photograph glimpsed at the end of the episode, 
while Jo Grover of Millennium FX fitted Eve Myles 
with her prosthetic pregnancy bump. Over lunch, 
Eve had a contact lens fitting and a dental cast, 

for a planned (but subsequently abandoned -*see 
sidebars) scene where the Nostrovite posed as 
Gwen. In the afternoon, the crew moved into the 
Hub for shots of Owen monitoring Gwen's pursuit 
ofthe alien, a discussion about wedding gowns, 


Í Jack speaking to Gwen on the phone, and Jack 


looking at his cache of old photos (one of which 
was a promotional shot of John playing Billy 
Flynn in the musical Chicago from late 2004) 
The day concluded with recording of scenes 


+ for Exit Wounds, 


PHIL FORD 


B 


The following variations from the final 
script are drawn from the second draft, 
dated 1 August 2007. 
g has Jack emphasise 
that there have been "Four dead prostitutes 
ee last two nights." As such, Gwen is оп 
er alien hunt "dressed like a hooker. 
ቹ The stripper at the hen night appro: 
Gwen and says, "Miss Cooper, this is 
serious. You're going to have to take down 
my particulars 
W The Nostrovite is described as 


scales, teeth and claws, wen shoots 


follow a trail of y 
spots ^a middle a s Rhys to meet her in the park 
W The dialogue in the op scenes see: s waiting on a bench and wearing an 
rcoat to hide her bump. "Shit," exclaim: 
It's not a love child, 
bit me,” Rhys replies, "Е 
tight on the sodding a 
Gw sists tha tt tells him she has г 
pregnant, and Ja s, "Why nc а n order to go ahe: 
s once. Bi t favou vith the wedding. Rhys ароіс 
or a friend." М h and insists, "You'll have the 
ht after the 
wedding... Never mind t| 
bloody party, We'll m 


BLOCK 6, DAY 4: WEDNESDAY 24 OCTOBER 2007, st a thousand p them to it. I just want to be st 
0800-1900, UPPER BOAT STUDIOS: STUDIO 3 t just take it you're all right 

Naoko was absent for a third day, with Gareth out!” “No,” cla : W The alien autopsy has Ower 
needed only for dubbing work, leaving the other meant take out the commenting to Tosh, "Funny how, 


regulars to focus on more scenes in Gwen's flat C-section. doing an autopsy these days, I've sort 
These included Gwen waking up pregnant, Owen W When Gw asks, “H Í of lost my prc nal detachment. Seems k 
examining her, her phone call to Rhys, and scenes was t night? Hope t get i of like lettin down.” He then stait: 
for Exit Wounds. Kai and Gareth both filmed trouble Í discuss the film Tales From The Crypt, recou 
interviews for Torchwood Declassified, and writers M Jack refers t s ttle gree ry about a wife who wished her d 
from the Daily Star and SFX were on set. ኑ bastard that eats h | fa husband back to life, forgetting the agony he 


Gardens, the estate of the Cory family.in the Vale 
of Glamorgan. This was previously used by the. 
Doctor Who team for The Girl Іп The Fireplace, and 
now served as the one of the locations for the 
wedding venue itself — the fictional hotel Gwesty 
Rhyd-yr-Aur. First up was Jack and lanto assembling 
some serious firepower, after which Gwen and her 
parents arrived by taxi. Jack and Tosh then gave 
chase to the Nostrovite, marking Naoko Mori's 
first work on the episode (once this scene was 
completed, she departed for a photoshoot at Upper 
Boat). Establishing shots of the hotel, shots of 
bridesmaids in the gardens, and Gwen and Rhys 
i making their escape followed in the afternoon, 
before the unit returned to Upper Boat for 

pick-ups on Dead Man Walking and 
A Day In The Death 


A day mostly devoted to Exit Wounds began with 
Jack, Owen and lanto heading to Gwen's wedding 
On the A4232. For these shots, the SUV was 
mounted on a low-loader, so the cast could focus 
on their dialogue without needing to pay attention 
to the road. The trio then headed for Roald Dahl 
Plass, where they discussed Gwen. During the day, 
John also had a contact lens fitting for his scenes 
as the Nostrovite later in the shoot. 


The end of the first week saw the. 
crew in the stables of Tredegar 
House, a 17th Century 

mansion in Newport. Here, 
the Nostrovite would 
meet its end in the form 
of Rhys's mum, Brenda, 
meaning a 70-minute 
makeup session for 
guest star Nerys 
Hughes. Millennium 
FX coordinated the 
session, with contact 
lenses supervised by 
Specsavers and teeth 
furnished by Fang FX (who. 
also performed a fitting 
with John Barrowman). 
Torchwood Declassified 
covered the long and 
complex shoot, including 
the actual destruction of 
the Nostrovite - achieved 
when the team from Any 
Effects denotated a dressed 
dummy full of black gunge. 


Though its exteriors 
were in St Nicholas, the 


corridors of Gwesty 


After the clocks went back 
at the weekend, cast and 
crew reassembled at Dyffryn 


ARON hen nig зіс includes 
Hole іп The Head from the 2003 Sugababes. 
album Three, and two tracks from Scissor 
Sisters’ self-titled 2004 album: Filthy/Gorgeous 
and Comfortably Numb, a cover of Pink 
Floyd's track from the 1979 album The Wall. 

Gwen's alarm clock plays Fire In My Heart 
by the Welsh band Super Furry Animals, 
from their 1999 album Guerilla. 

The songs heard at the reception are You 
Do Something To Me by Paul Weller, from his 
1995 album Stanley Road, and Soft Cell's 
1981 hit single Tainted Love, a cover of the 
Gloria Jones original from 1964. 


Rhyd-yr-Aur were to be found at Miskin Manor 
Hotel near Pontyclun. Here, Owen checked in with 
Jack on comms before talking to Gwen and Rhys 
Gwen went to Rhys's room; Owen and lanto 
tracked down Tosh; and Banana Boat made his 
move on Tosh. Stunt arranger Tom Lucy carefully 
choreographed this last scene, as Tosh made her 
feelings quite clear. After this, the team returned to 
the Hub for more work on Exit Wounds. 


BLOCK B, DAY 9; WEDNESDAY 31 OCTOBER 2007, 
1030-2130, UPPER BOAT STUDIOS: STUDIO 5 

On Hallowe'en, Gwesty Rhyd-yr-Aur's third 
incarnation was a set in Studio 5. The bridal suite» 


SOMETHING BORROWED 


an Aladdin's cave of alien technology in the 


would be in, having been embalmed. “I was basement. You'd think we could at least get an 
thinking how lucky I am. That was a really close + SUV that can fly! 


And ti t bit you?" 


+ Gerainta 


th formaldehyde, remember? Now is thing — this alien 


call һай 


that would have been uncomfortable." He ther ks his daughter in the bridal suite 


wonders if Gwen and Rhys’ marriage will work, £ "Abit tame to get me in the Sunday Spc 


Torchwood. "Gwen en 


ill t?" replies с 


dt Later on, Gwen tells her dad: "The tl 


make it work," says Tosh. "She's de 


of Torchwood... We сош after they've removed it... I don't know if it will. 
It doesn't have to be all Rift and mortuaries, 


Owen," Owen urges her to hurry to the wedding. £ "You'll just have to leave that to God, Duckling, 


have a life outsi 
have hurt me." Geraint holds her, and says, 


Gwen wipes away tears and replies, "You 


Find yourself a good spot to catch the bouquet, 
he says. "And Tosh, if any of Rhys' mates start 
trying it on with the hottest chick at the 


mised you wouldn't call me that again 


When Tosh comes to, Banana calls 


ell them you're v her "Lucy Liu”, and the pair are 

And he's dead fit 
The wedding takes place at 

the Rendlesham House Hotel 


Gwen meets her mum and 


wedding, you 


iting 


tra 


ped in the shower of Carrie's en 


for your dat 
room, not on her bed 


In the SUV, Jack curses the 


happy couple's desire to get 


dad here when she arrives married in the middle of 


by taxi. "Just do me one nowhere, and Owen says, 


favour, Dad,” says Gwen. "It's Yeah, well Gwen should have 
thought it through a bit more 
shouldn't she? Eh, Jack? 


Jack asks, "What's that supposed to 


my wedding day, don't call me 


Duckling. Okay? 

PC Andy attends the wedding, 
e hotel I mean?" to which Owen replies 
" Не H ‘Admit it, Jack. You 
going Í with no nuts since Gwen told you she was 


g Gwe 


ve been like a knob 


‘Gwen! Bloody hell, look at you 


1 was goin 


etting married." Jack counters: “If Gwen wants 


but it looks like you've 


et married that’s her business. I'm her boss, 


He also reveals that he is studying to 


not her dad.” As lanto pulls up at the hotel 


t identi n responds, "| never said you were. 


t adjournment, your Honour?” 


ompletes 


n the Autopsy Room asks Jack 
Before е 


å Owen of what Jack said. “Yeah, 


alts the wedding ceremony 


ng Carrie's room, 


hat's 


ridiculous,” quips Banana as he sees Mervyn's 


When Mega 


Mervyn has been murdered, And 


tells the congregation that 


says, “Calm 


down, love. I'm a police officer. What 
did you say?" Later, he asks her 


Сап you show me where you 


found the body, love?" and Jack 
enters, saying, "That won't be 
necessary, officer." Andy say: 


I've seen you before. You're 


with Gwen's Torchwood lot. 


Jack replies, "So we're going to 


n replies: "It can have 


understand each other, right? 


my liver. It's no bloody use to 


me. 1 didn't join Torchwood and Andy disagrees, saying, "| don't 


rap my arse in cotton wool when understand the first thing about you 


1 was alive, Jack, I'm sure as shit not doing i into investigations, treating us coppers 


е moro! Jack interrupts him. "Another 


now Jack eventually rel 


'Okay 


it? You're 


Owen. But no Doc Sa time I'd agree with you, officer. But right now 


trictly Doctor Kildare ! could use your help keeping these people in 


Megan tells Trina, "You're the one says yo! this room." Barry overhears and says, "What do 


don't believe that Trinny and Susannah rubt you mean? We haven't done anything! What's 


Yes! We want to 


going on?" Brenda аф 


about dressing to hide it. You don't pick ир 


з bump like that over night! someone in authority. Where is the manager?’ 


Saturday afternoon traffic," fumes Jack as the As Owen prepare medical instruments in 
SUV sits in a tailback. "We've got to stop some £ the bridal suite, Rhys asks him, "Gwen says 
monster killing Gwen. We don't know. you've done this before. How many times?’ 


Í Owen smiles. "Xeno-embrionic excision? Two or 


happened to Tosh. And 


oppers." At the wheel 


jam of Sat 


says, "Fm sorry. ТІ y out of it. For a pregnant woman, Gwen's got a right 


pair of balls on her," says Owen after Gwen 


Jeans over and 
е on the Nostrovite. Andy asks what 


a lot," observes Owen. t helped me, ope 
says Jac 


save the human race on a rej 


k orchwood is about, and эп 


We're Torchwood, for God's sake. We answ 


lar basis. Weve į a good day, more pizza than aliens. 


|, 
\ 


yw 
< 
. ነ BAG 

was constructed at Upper Boat so that key action 
scenes could be recorded in controlled conditions 
First, Gwen woke from a bad dream, but was then 
brought her new dress by Tosh, then there was 

The shooting script differed from the finished ፤ have this thing?" Owen replied, "We've found time for a heart-to-heart between Gwen and her 


episode in several respects, owing to changes 
made during production. 
Originally, the hen night chant ended, “She'll 


the safest w 


with alien pregnancies. In the p. parents. Following time off the previous day, John 
surgical intervention has... had consequences. Barrowman arrived from a dubbing session to 
added his assurances, too: "Look, just pack explain the situation to the ‘happy’ couple, while 
take it from behind. + а bag and Owen will take care of everything Naoko left after her one scene to do her own. 

The flashback from the bar to the Nostrovite ፤ | promise... Hey, you can even have my bed. I dubbing work. 
hunt was scripted to open in the Torchwood bunk up at lanto's." G 


ven clarified: "So you're 
x hours earlier", + going to lock me up in the Hub until I give BLOCK B, DAY 10: THURSDAY | NOVEMBER 2007, 
m: “Five H birth?" Owen repeated, "It's the sa 0330-2030, UPPER BOAT STUDIOS: STUDIOS 
told Ri Another day in the bridal suite saw Owen readying 
b and monitor everything. his gun, and Rhys punching Jack for insulting his. 
ody hell! You mean mother (under the careful supervision of Tom 
you're going to have it?" Gi Lucy). Next, John Barrowman had his Nostrovite 
repeated Owen's advice, "Its the look applied by Millennium FX, and Brenda arrived 
ay... Apparently," before in the suite. Curtis Rivers doubled for John in some 
t you there shots as Owen took on the shapeshifter, and 
with me." Grabbing 5 hand armourer Faujja Singh was on hand to supervise 
Rhys assured her, "Course I'll be the use of firearms. Torchwood Declassified were 
there. I'll be right beside you, We'll again on hand to capture all the action. 
rough together." 
at was my kid you were BLOCK B, DAY 11: FRIDAY 2 NOVEMBER 2007, 
Rhys as he reassured 0800-2000, DYFFRYN GARDENS, ST NICHOLAS, VALE DF 
Gwen. “I wish it was, too,” she agreed. “It would GLAMORGAN/UPPER BOAT STUDIOS: STUDIOS 1/2 
+ make things a hell of a lot easier to explain Batk at the exterior of the wedding venue, Gwen 
After Gwen saw the Nostrovite, there was Gwen's parents were described as "an and Rhys' escape from the Nostrovite continued, 
a short sequence of Jack, Tosh and lanto running and *a burly and Gwen shot the alien in its Brenda guise with 
an." Gwen revealed her Steve Whyment arranging all the action moves. 
in a coffee shop in the Bay. Eve Myles then departed for her Fang FX fitting, as 
The next scene in the chase had the alien, In the autopsy een Tosh said she the rest of the team returned to Upper Boat for 
now a "Slim Man", hurrying along in pain and Í didn't get much chance to dress up, O work on Exit Wounds 


boardroom, with the capti 


Here, Jack briefed his 


dead men and women over the 


They'll ta 


last two nights, and not much 


ehind. Whatever this He гер 


еп the stripper 


arrived, Gwen was to ask 


“All right, who's this 
down to? Megan? Trina? 

The Nostrovite was fi 
seen by C 


a "Fat Man" who began to 


adding, "Rhys, | wa 


n in the form of 


change, as "Thick black veins burst i 1 wish 


out over his face, his eyes turn red, his 


carrying," said a tear 


nails become vicious claws, and his mouth is 


suddenly full of two rows of sharkclike teeth.” 


ve middle-aged wom 


rd of a n 


along a street full of people. "Just great!" said 


Jack, knowing the alien could be anyone. 


от, 


going up a side street. “I see him, Jack!” called ፤ replied, “You don't need to dress 


Gwen into her comms. “It’s changed again, b asked him wha 


BLOCK Б, DAY 12: SUNDAY 4 NOVEMBER 2007, 
0300-2000, UPPER BOAT STUDIOS: STUDIOS 1/2 & 5/ 


it's him. You take the other end of the street 


responded 


As the Nostrovite started to get the better of + really me COURT COLMAN HOTEL, PEN Y FAI 
Gwen in the fight, she reached out for a broken coat and said, “T Just make After a day off, the team were at work over the 
umbrella amid some fallen dustbins, and you get the bloodstains off first." Owen we weekend, starting with some pick-up material on 


the head. It 


stabbed the creature in the side 
ad, but 


removed the umbre 


gs have always been a bit 


seemed to be di when с ተኸ 


n concept,” but Tosh insisted, 


back to life and bit her on the 


arm. "Not everything carries 
its brains in its head,” said 


Jack after he arrived with 


Tosh and lar 


o and shot 
the alien. "Typical man, 
then," quipped Gwen. 


After examining her, 


Owen told G 


ven, "If there was 


a biological incompatibility, the 


foetus would have killed you by 
now. We'll take you back to Torchwood 
and monitor everything through the birth 


Gwen exclaimed, "Birth? You think I'm going to Í he 


The narrative spans three days, beginning at 
9pm on day one, with Gwen pursuing the alien 
through the streets of Cardiff, culminating in 
a fight at 9.07pm. She makes it to her hen 
night at 11pm and by 12.30am is discussing her 
wound with her friends. She wakes at 7am 

оп day two, to find herself pregnant. She is 
examined by Owen at 8,20ат and reveals the 
problem to Rhys at 9.30am. The bride then 
reaches the hotel at 11 30am, with Tosh arriving 
and meeting Banana Boat at 12pm. From there, 
its non-stop action, as Gwen wakes from her 
bad dream at 12.30pm, Mervyn meets his end 
at1pm, Tosh comes round in the cocoon at 
1.44pm, and Jack bursts in to stop the wedding 
at1.55pm. Tosh is located by her Torchwood 
colleagues at 2.11pm, Carrie smashes her way 
out of the ceremony at 2.22pm, and Gwen 
shoots the alien in its Brenda disguise at 
2.40pm. By 2.46pm, the Nostrovite has taken 
Jack's form, with the final showdown in the 
stables taking place at 3.05pm. The happy. 
couple finally exchange vows at 4pm. Nighttime 
sees Jack and Gwen dancing at 10pm, and the 
guests Retconned at 12am. On day three, Jack 
returns to the Hub at 7am and gazes at the 
photo of his own wedding day at 7.10am. 


the Jack-Nostrovite sequence in the bridal suite: 
Two units were at work, and after John and Burn 
Gorman had completed pick-ups with Ashley Way, 
directing the main unit, they joined the second 
unit to work on Exit Wounds with director Andy 
Goddard. The main unit then headed to a fourth 
location for the hotel: Court Colman Hotel, 

a Georgian manorhouse at Pen Y Fai which served 
as the reception and bar areas. Here, Carrie and 
Gwen had a brief encounter on the stairs, after 
which Gwen evaded her in-laws, Banana made 
his first move оп Tosh, and the parents chatted 
about Gwen. When work on Exit Wounds was 
finished, the second unit also recorded the 
autopsy of the Nostrovite and the subsequent 
discussion between Jack, lanto and Owen. 


BLOCK B, DAY 13: MONDAY 5 NOVEMBER 
2007, 0800-1930, THE ORANGERY, 
MARGAM PARK, PORT TALBOT 

As if four locations weren't enough, 

a fifth venue was pressed into 
service for the wedding ceremony 
itself and the reception rooms. 

The Orangery, on the 19th > 
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i protect Gwen. He bats one across the room, but 
As the Nostrovite approaches Gwen in the the other fastens itself to his leg and he screams 
guise of Jack, she tells it: "If you've come to tell å in agony. Gwen wrenches it free and Rhys uses 


me you're sorry, Jack, save your breath. You don't ፤ а chainsaw to slice through it. "Got the other one 


have to tell me it's your fault. I know. Bloody Í with a pair of shears,” he says. "I think ҮІ have to 
Torchwood. This wa: d to be the get me a shed. It's a man thing, isn't it? 
happiest day of my ack Harkness As Jack fires on the Nostrovite, he 
You've messed it up. And you've declares, "Le you walk ам 


messed up my life." The creature from t 
At the reception, la 


with Andy, but Me 


replies, "All the same, I'm 


sorry,” and Gwen continues. 
That doesn't cover it, Jack Trina think they are still in 
It doesn't come close. And with a chance. "Could ре 


interesting if they all ended 


you just don't get it, do you? 


it's not just all the sodding upstairs," says Owen. "I gue 
aliens, it's you... I understood my Megan and Trina would think it's 
life, Jack. Before | met you. It might just been that kind of a day," replie 
not have been all that exciting, b Tosh. "What ot drinking? 


Mary, offerin 
፣ Owen, "My livers taking a rest." Mary 
‘Oh, God. Give up the drink? I'd га 


1 was comfortable with it. On the beat champagne. “No,” replie: 


zot home, 


with Andy, Rhys v 


iting for me whe 


holiday in Ayia Napa. And one day we'd 


married. No problem... You Jack. Bloody you. lack warns Gwen: "Exo-bio pregnancies can 
Don't you bloody know how I feel about you? really mess up your biology for a while. But you'll 
As they take refuge in an out-building, Gwen + be okay.” When she notes that he is not dancing, 


says to Rhys. "It feels like there's a sna 


e!" Wr 


i he adds, “I'm waiting for some Glenn Mille 


! Bloody big e floor Í B jack Retcons Gwen and Rhys along with the 


she chokes out an eel-like creature in a flood of 


Ow 


Í other guests. “Jack, you didn't...?" asks Gwen as 


e newlyweds start to feel sleepy. "Call it my 


Í wedding present," he says. "Couldn't you just get 


unch themsel 5 a bloody toaster?" says Gwen as she falls into 


Jack's arms, and lanto catches Rhys. "Hey, you'd 


ank me in the morning," adds Jack. “If you 


Í could remember." Tosh says, "There are goi 


hangovers in the morning," and 


least, that's what they'll th 


her happy 
3t must have been 
ty last night. Still, lool 
we did the deed." Concerned, 
ember?” Rhy lies with 
a smile, “Course | remember 
remember everything, Especially 


ss passionately and Rhys pu 


back under the covers. 


| married a bloody liar,” giggle 
Gwen. “You got pissed out of 
your head last night and you 
don't remember a thir 

responds, “Pissed was I? Well 
I'm not pissed now! Feel that? 


Mervyn came back with, "Banana. How's the 


condemned man?" Banana replied, "Wishing 


he'd done more shagging while he had the 


ore spotting Tosh en 
hink I fancy something a little more exot 
said. "Babe-for-bonk at12 o'clock high. See you. 
After Tosh gave Gwen her new dress, she 
asked, "How did Rhys take t 


Gwen replied, “Тһе way that 
ays does. Swears a lot. Loo! 
he's going to break somethir 
if he doesn’t burst something 
first. Then he takes it on 
board. We get on with it. It’s 
why I love him. 
Gwen's nightmare was 
a short dream sequence intended 
to look like the real wedding. The 
wedding march played and the guests 
whispered and gasped as Gwen came 
down the aisle with Geraint. Rhys took her hand 
and the reg Friends and 
ily of Rhys and с 
the love of two people. A love 


At this point, Gwen felt 


t nothing on 

this earth can destroy 
n in her stomach, and the bump move: 

visibly. The registrar fell back in horror as с 

became a Nostrovite in a wedding dre 

at Rhys and ripping open Shit! 

A revised dream sequi 
and Rhys in Rhy 


dropped entirely 


i of t 
is too risky," C told Jac 
lanto cut in. “This is an emergency 


his can get rid of the embryo without 


irgery. It's worth the risi 
1 can't find him anywhere,” Barry tol 
arched for Banana Boat. Brenda piped 
ip, "1 told you he was a bad choice for best man, 
Rhys. "Banana Boat... I mean, | ask you! 
When Brenda mentioned Cerys Morgan, Barry 
added, a fashion designer now 
They had her in the Evening Post 
rowled, "I couldn't give a toss 
out Cerys Morgan, Dad! | Ic 
Gwen — has done since t 
time | laid eyes on her. If 
that's not good enough for 
you, then I'm sorry. Tough. You 
сап go home now." His par 
looked at each other, shocke 
Al right, Rhys, love,” Brenda assured 
him, “No need to make a scene 
The sce еге Gwen explained eve 
to her dad i suite begar 
ling him, “That new posting | 
police.” Geraint asked, "What's this got t 
baby's father?" She went on, “I neec 
you to understand he had expla 
about Torchwood, Geraint asked, "You're 
| didn't want to tell you. I didn't w 


ut Geraint smiled. 
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le're here to celebrate 


g me up, Duc nearly got 
trated, Gwen said, “It's 
Jad! This baby isn't human! All 
day. | never 
id mum, What 
everything. I'm 
eese Torchwood people 
Gwen assured him, "Yes 
and he held her, saying 
en, You poor thing. Don't 
worry. Rhys, your mum and me 
all be here for you. 
When Banana screamed for 
help, Tosh nutted him, saying 
herself, "An IQ of 138, 
and I use it for head-butting 
before telling Banana, "Don't 
ብ Jack stopped the weddin 
Who is that?" and Мер; 
ed, has she been up to? 


bridal suite, after Jack warned Rh 


that there was a shape around, G 


Butyou don't know Jack." Jack then gra 


told the couple, "We've lost contact with Tosh 


In Carrie's roo! Maybe it 


won't come baci 


went on: "If it does, we're 


reed, "Probably," Th 


you couldn't remc 
aid Brenda 

holding Mary 

ff, Geraint 

'And 


Century Margam Park estate, had been used just 
а month before іп the Doctor Who episodes Тһе 
Sontaran Stratagem/The Poison Sky, and its ornate 
windows were perfect for the Nostrovite to leap 
through. Given that it is a Grade 1 listed building, 
however, Mike Crowley of Any Effects constructed 
a replica window in the grounds of the park. As 
the couple began their vows, Carrie listened to the 
beating heart of her unborn child, and Jack crashed 
the wedding in the nick of time. At the end of 
the big day, Jack and Gwen danced and talked at 
the reception 


BLOCK B, DAY 14: TUESDAY B NOVEMBER 2007, 0800- 
1930, THE ORANGERY, MARGAM PARK, PORT TALBOT 
The second day at Margam Park began with Megan 
and Trina discussing how Gwen had kept her 
pregnancy so well hidden, followed by Tosh’s view 
of the real Brenda. Megan's announcement that 
Mervyn was dead came next, before Gwen and 
Rhys finally exchanged wedding vows, witnessed, 
among others, by Simon Hugo of Torchwood 
magazine. Finally, Barry and Geraint discovered 
their phones were out of action, and the guests 
succumbed to Retcon at the evening's reception. 


SOMETHING BORROWED 


at the Nostrovi 


BLOCK B, DAY 15: WEDNESDAY 7 NOVEMBER 2007, 0800-3 
1600, THE DRANGERY, MARGAM PARK, PORT TALBOT 
The final day in the Orangery focused on Carrie 
leaping through the window, and a short sequence 
of Jack and Tosh spotting the real Brenda. Tom 
Lucy supervised the main stunt, which was 
performed by Jo McLaren, and armourer Lawrence 
Harvey oversaw the use of firearms. The stunt 
was recorded by two cameras, as well as by 
Torchwood Declassified. Thereafter, the crew 
returned to Upper Boat for more ón Exit Wounds. 


BLOCK B, DAY 18: MONDAY 12 NOVEMBER 2007, 
1300-0000, DE COURCEYS MANOR, TYLA MORRIS 
AVENUE, PENTYRCH, CARDIFF 

With the bulk of Something Borrowed recorded 
attention shifted mostly to Exit Wounds, but there 
were still additional sequences to be slotted in. > 


This 12-minute edition of Declassified covered the organisation of the 
shoot for the wedding venue, the stunt of the Nostrovite jumping through the window, the 
comedic intent of the story around the love triangle of Jack, Gwen and Rhys, and the destruction of 

the Nostrovite in the stables. Taking part were Richard Stokes, Ashley Way, special effects supervisor 
Mike Crowley, Phil Ford, Russell-T Davies, Eve Myles, Nerys Hughes and Kai Owen. 


7.45pm | 88ር2 (excluding Northern Ireland/Scotiand) 


Thu 13 March 2008. 


Runners Stuart Laws, Rob Wootton; Edit Assistant Rhian Arwel; Researchers Nathan Landeg, Jamie 
Lynch; Assistant Producer Donovan Keogh; Production Team Assistant Amanda Buckley; Production 
Accountant Elaine Stephenson; Production Co-ordinator Clare Rutteman; Production Manager. | 
Kirsty Reid; Production Executive Paul Williams; Graphics Louise Hillam, Aled Jones; Editors Marius 
Grose, James Brailsford; Dubbing Mark Ferda; Edit Producer Cat Chappell; Executive Producers for _ 
Torchwood Russell T Davies, Julie Gardner; Executive Producer Mark Cossey; Senior Producer Mark 
Proctor; Series Producer Gillane Seaborne. 


TORCHWOOD ፪፻ 


The outstanding scenes of Mervyn getting ‘lucky’ 
with Carrie in the hotel bar were filmed at De 
Courceys Manor in Pentrych, before the team 
relocated to Cardiff Castle for a major shoot on 
Exit Wounds. 


Another day largely spent on Exit Wounds saw the 
bridal suite set rebuilt and redressed as Rhys’ room 
at the hotel, where remaining scenes with Gwen 
and Rhys were recorded 


Week five began with an afternoon's work on Exit 

Wounds at Upper Boat, but after dark the crew 

headed into Cardiff city centre to record Gwen's 

encounter with the first Nostrovite. These action 

sequences were arranged by Steve Whyment, and 

stuntman Richard Hansen played the creature е 
in the form іп which it fights Gwen. Locations 

included The Hayes off James Street, the toilets on 

Hayes Island, the churchyard of St John's Church, 

and Womanby Street, off Castle Street. 


The hotel room set in Studio 5 
was redressed once more for 
scenes set in Carrie's room, 2 
where Тот Lucy supervised 
Carrie knocking-out Tosh. 
Eve Myles recorded an. 
interview with Torchwood і 
Declassified over lunch, Í The last main day of recording on Torchwood series 
before she was needed on set £ two was scheduled as a short one, starting with 
for the scene where Gwen reveals scenes of Tosh and Banana imprisoned in Carrie's 
her pregnancy to her parents. room. A scene of Jack and Owen returning to the 
John also spoke to Declassified, 1 Hub and discussing the wedding was slotted into 
ahead of Jack and company Í work on Exit Wounds, before the evening's wrap- 
surveying Mervyn's remains, and £ party, to mark the end of another seven months’ 
further scenes in Carrie's room. ፣ hard work by the cast and crew. 
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АЕ HOUSE 


SCRIPT, COLOURS AND LETTERING 
ROGER GIBSON 
——— C0-PLOTTERS 


PENCILS, INKS AND TONES 
VINCE DANKS 


"AND AS THE SHEER HORROR OF HIS 
PREDICAMENT CUTS SHREDS FROM 
MY HEART, SLICING LIKE A COLD 
KNIFE THROUGH MY GUTS..." 


"WILL IT HURT?" 


U Те a ASI 


EZ Ni 


АТА 
/ Z då 2 
# 


TRUST 
YOUR INSTINCTS, 
GWEN. 


AND HOLD 
YOUR NERVE IN 
HERE, YOU'LL 
NEED IT. 


$0 WE'RE 
GOING IN, 
THEN? 


RAVENHALL 
MANOR. EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY GOTHIC 
REVIVAL AT ITS MOST 
EXTRAVAGANT. THIS 
SHOULD BE A TREAT 
FOR YOU. 


GOT THE PLACE 
NTIRELY TO 
OURSELVES. 


AND YOU'RE 


TELLING ME THAT 
NOBODY LIVES HERE? 
WHO LOOKS AFTER IT? 

THIS PLACE 16 


NOBODY 
LIVES HERE, 
GWEN. IT'S 
COMPLETELY 
EMPTY. 


SOMETHING 
IN THIS HOUSE IS 
PUSHING THE DIAL 
RIGHT OFF THE 
‘SCALE. 


I'VE NEVER 
BEEN HERE 
BEFORE, GWEN. 
NO-ONE HAS. 


BUTI 
HAVE BEEN 
SOMEWHERE 
VERY SIMILAR 
TO THIS. 


YES, IANTO, 
WE'RE GOING IN. 
LIVE A LITTLE. 


WHAT 16 
THIS PLACE, 
JACK? HAVE 

YOU BEEN HERE 

BEFORE? 


JAUNT OF YOURS. 


SOMEBODY'S 
BEEN KEEPING 
THE WEEDS AT 

BAY. THIS PLACE 

COULD HAVE 

BEEN BUILT 

YESTERDAY. 


Е 
MONTHS AGO, 
THIS WAS ALL 

FARMLAND. 


e 


RAVENHALL 
MANOR SHOULDN'T 
BE HERE. IT APPEARED 


LITERALLY OVERNIGHT. 


BUT THAT JUST 
ISN'T POSSIBLE, 
JACK. EVEN ІР 
THIS HOUSE WERE 
NEW, IT'D TAKE 
YEARS TO BUILD. 


ARE YOU 


PA EA 
THIS IS v MEM En THIS PLACE 
DEFINITELY THE Li L RECORDS. "AND YOU KNOW WE'VE BEEN INGS THAT I'VE 
^ ILONT 
RIGHT HOUSE, THERE'S NEVER BEEN “መ SEEING THINGS ALL WEEK." BEFORE.” 


IANTO. A BUILDING ON 


*I RECOGNISED ІТ AS SOON AS 
GWEN TOLD ME WHAT SHE'D SEEN.." 


"AND THAT TERROR YOU STILL d "INVADING EVERY 
FEEL IN THE BACK OF YOUR THOUGHT. BRLITALISING 
MIND WHEN IT'S GONE." YOUR IMAGINATION." 


Е EXPERIENCED IT 
BEFORE. I KNOW WHAT 
ris." 


= መጋ 


ONE PENNY AZ 


© 


re up the engine, Jack! 
sels! 


I THOUGHT 
I'D DEFEATED IT 
BACK IN 1902. 


60 HAVEN'T 
WE JUST COULDN'T WE 


WALKED INTO JUST BLOW THE 
А HUGE TRAP PLACE UP OR 
HERE? SOMETHING? 


OHHHH MY 
GOD... 


JA-A-A-ACK! 


H-U-M-A-N 
T-H-I-N-G 


WE NEED. 
TO FACE THESE ANO THEN, 


JUST 
WORKED 
THAT OUT, 
DID YOU? 


I DON'T 
KNOW WHAT 
YOU ARE, MATEY, 
BUT YOU'D 
BETTER RUN... 


OTHERWISE 
I WILL SHOOT 
you 


ЖАСА 
== GWEN. I CAN 


WHERE sera e > H-A-R-K-N-E-5-5 DEAL WITH ) 
DID GWEN THIS. 
60? ВУ ТИЕ 
BOOKCASE. 


HOLD THAT 
THOUGHT, IANTO. 
I THINK WE 
HAVE COMPANY. 


YOU'RE 
READING MY 
MIND AGAIN. 


DONT 
IMAGINE FOR A 
MINUTE THAT I'M 
GOING TO ARGLIE 
WITH YOU. 


YOU WANT 
THIS, YOU LITTLE 
CREEP? COME ON 
THEN. LET'S PO 

THIS. 


COME ON, 
GWEN, WE 
NEED You. 


EVERYTHING 
OUT HERE 5 
GOING TO... 


I THINK 
THEY'RE CONFIRMING "THEY'RE JUST 


SCANNING YOU, МҮ IDENTITY. SURPRISED 

RAA IANTO. IM STILL 
SAW YOU ALIVE AFTER 

FALLING, AS Ч 
CLEAR AS us 


FALLING 
DOWN THE 
MIDDLE OF А 
STAIRCASE. 


THEY KILLED ME, 
THE LAST TIME 
WE MET. 


OR HOW 
THEY TRIED, 
ANYWAY. 


THEY DONT 
JUST WANT 
YOLI DEAD. THEY ር 
WANT TO KEEP GPE Me, FREAK 
KILLING YOU. BOY. 


YOU'VE 
SERIOUSLY 
PISSED THEM 
OFF, JACK. 


I GWEN! DID SHE 
THIS ISN'T JUST FALL 
Sey. OUT OF THAT 
WELL, ТМ ic 

SURE OF IT. 


ye AVE YOU 16 IT JUST ате Я 
BEEN, GWEN? оше. 


FEEL LIKE ITS us. 


CLOSING IN ON : 
THIS 5 
paž / NEW. I DIDN'T 
KNOW THEY 
COULD DO 
THIS. 


COME О. we NEED TO 
GET OUT OF q I THINK 
HERE FAST. THEY'RE TRYING 
TO TAKE US 
HOME... BACK, 
TO WHEREVER 
IT IS THEY CAME 
FROM. / 


IM 
GUESSING 
THAT WOULD 
BE BAV? 


WE'RE 
wat BEING LED 
МЕ NEED TO HERE, THE HOUSE 
ag WANTS US TO GO 


WHAT DO YOU 
SUGGEST? 


CAN YOU 
HEAR THAT? 


ІТ SOUNDS 
LIKE THE WHOLE 


WE CAN 
STILL GET BACK 
THAT WAY. 


WHATEVER 
WE DO, WE NEED 
TO DO IT QUICKLY. 
IT'S ABOUT ТО 
HIT us. 


OKAY 
EVERYONE... 
WE'LL ONLY HAVE 
ONE CHANCE AT 


/ YOU WERE 
| RIGHT, GWEN. WE 
COULD HAVE BEEN 
INSIDE THAT. 


ms JUST 
FOLDING 
uP. 


- IVE 
NEVER SEEN 


roont | __ THEY'VE WHERE'S 
BELIEVE TRIED IT ONCE, THAT MACHINE OF 
т. ኸያር TRY YOUR, ANTO? 


ACCORDING TO 
LIONEL BARRETT 
IT WILL. 


I TRUST HIS 
JUDGEMENT. 


THAT'S HIS 
IMPROVED VERSION. 
СМЕС ence JUST LIKE THE 
GHOSTBUSTERS, 
ANYTHING WEIRD UP “ur BIGGER, 
WITHIN A FIVE MILE 2 


LETS 
GET THIS. 
SWITCHED ON 
QUICKLY. т DON'T 
WANT A REPEAT. 
OF LAST TWE. 


THE HELL 
MOUSE CASE. I'LL 
SHOW YOU WHEN 
WE GET BACK. IT 

DIDN'T GO 


THEY WANTED 
REVENGE? 
THAT'S WHAT I 
CALL REVENGE. 


THEY'D HAVE 
GOTTEN AWAY 
WITH IT IF IT 
HADN'T BEEN FOR 
US MEDDLING 


"HE END] 
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| NIGHT AND | STARTED DANCING. | CAN'T - 
| REMEMBER WHERE WE WENT, BUT | 
— EVE AND I HAD A GOOD SWING RO 
IT WAS JOYOUS. - 
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TORCHWOOD 


A NEW SHORT STORY 


BY JAMES BDSS 
WITH ART BY ADRIAN SALMON 


t was a warm night in Cardiff. The SUV was parked outside a school — one of those lovely 
old Victorian buildings. But then, they were in the suburb of Canton. Everything is lovely and 
Victorian in Canton. It's one of those areas — leafy, quiet and pleased with itself. Almost the 
last place you'd imagine an invasion being launched from. But nevertheless, that's why 
Torchwood were there. 
Inside the SUV, lack checked a monitor, grimly. "The signals are pouring from the Rift into 
that building. They're getting stronger by the second. lanto, it's time to go in." 
lanto opened the door, neatened his tie, and stepped out into the rain. Popping up his 
umbrella, he turned back to look at Gwen and Jack. His friends. And he smiled, thinly. "I can do 
this," he said. “I can." 
“You've been preparing for this for a week now," said Jack, patting him on the shoulder. 
“Knock 'em dead," 
lanto Jones turned around and walked away. 
"He is so brave,” whispered Gwen. 


anto strode through the ornate doorway, and down the empty comidor. Funny, he thought. 

Al schools smell alike, even at night — floor polish and boiled vegetables. Eventually, he 

found the room he was looking for, paused for a moment, tugged nervously at his tie again, 

and walked in. 

The group were seated in a circle. They looked ordinary enough. Seven nice, normal people 
on seven nice, old plastic chairs drawn into a circle. Seven people about to bring down 
the world. 

As lanto entered, their leader, Mandy stood up. She was a tired-looking woman in her 
late thirties, with hennaed hair and a cardigan tugged over an elaborately tie-dyed dress. She 
was smiling sweetly. As she acknowledged lanto, the bangles on her wrists chimed together 
like dream-catchers 

"Oh it's Mr Jones, isn't it? I'm so pleased you've come. We're always keen to get some 
new blood. We've been waiting for you. We were just about to start. But perhaps, perhaps you'd 
like to begin?” 

lanto waved his hands. "No, no,” he said. “Really. I'd rather not.” 

Mandy's smile was of steel. “Oh come now. We're all friends here. And we're dying to start 
Have you brought something with you?" Everyone in the circle nodded. lanto suddenly saw that 
look on their faces. They knew! Like sharks scenting blood in the water. 

"Come on," urged Mandy. There was no smile now. 

lanto coughed and unfolded a piece of paper from his pocket. He looked around the room. 
He tried not to think about the people staring at him, or about Gwen and Jack listening in the 
SUV. Instead he just concentrated on the words in front of him. He spoke. 

^| love my little kitty. 

She is so very pretty. 

Listening back in the SUV, Gwen clapped her hand over her mouth. "He's actually going 
through with itt” 

Jack shrugged. "Poetry is a serious business." 

"But..." Gwen, despite herself, despite the monitors showing spiking Rift activity, despite 
everything, she laughed. 

Jack looked out at the school. "Something in that poetry class is trying to invade the world." | 
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ack had known something was up for 
H a couple of days. Ever since he'd found the 

|| old man standing on the jetty at the Bay. The 
Шай sun hadn't yet risen, and normally Jack had 
the Bay pretty much to himself at that time. But 
today there was this man, stood there, staring out 
into the sea. Jack crossed over to him. 

He was an old man, with white hair, and a 
comfortable shirt, sensible trousers and a cardigan. 
Nota tramp. Not a criminal. But not walking his dog 
either. So why was he here? 

"Morning!" said Jack 

The man turned and looked at him, and smiled 
back at Jack. This will all be blood, you know," he 
replied casually. 

“Ym sorry?" said Jack. 

“Тһе sea will boil with human filth,” the man 
stuck his hands in his pockets, as though casually 
discussing the weather. 

“Riiight,” Jack was cautious. "And how do you 
know that?" 

“Ah,” said the man, with the confidential air of 
someone passing on a racing tip, "Polymnon told 
те. Polymnon is coming to destroy.” 

Jack said nothing. His face had frozen in alarm. 


14 er lovely warm fur, 
And her welcoming purr, 
| Are what I most like about her” 

lanto finished his poem and looked 
sheepishly around the room. There was an 
embarrassed silence. No one met his eye. Mandy 
smiled tightly. "Well, that was lovely!" she said 
without even a hint of conviction. "Juliet, perhaps 
you'd like to try and follow that, if you can? What 
have you got for us?" 

A mousy little woman with badly dyed greying 
hair stood up, blinking nervously. lanto realised he 
was still standing up, and sank down abruptly, 
convinced that he was blushing. 

Juliet coughed nervously. “I've called this The 
Destroyer’, she whispered, opening up a ring binder. 

^| move through the darkness, 

Crushing hopes in blood and despair. 

Lam coming to bring night and screaming. 

“Oh,” said Gwen. 

“Yup,” said Jack. “Told you something was up." 


WB f course, it hadn't exactly been easy to 
convince Gwen and lanto. Not at first. 
| “You metan old man who said the world was 
J going to end?" 

"Yes," said Jack. 

^Not in any way crackers?" 

“Or divorced?" put in lanto, “1 hear that can 
be stressful.” 

“No. He was very sweet. | took him for a bacon 
roll and a cup of tea and he explained how the souls 
of the innocent would boil.” 

“I see.” 

“And he told me his name was Brian and that he'd 
first started to think like this at his poetry class.” 

ብ see.” lanto stood up and looked suddenly 
busy. He knew what was coming, 

“lant!” boomed Jack obliviously, "Bowling's 
cancelled. I've signed you up for evening school!” 

| Perhaps Howard, you've got something 
to share? Top that, if you can." 


A nervous young man stood up and began to 
declaim in a forced Scouse accent: 


olly,” cooed Mandy. “Juliet! Oh ту 
sweet love, that was truly inspiring 
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"Single mother, broken in bits, 

Traffic warden, covered in nits, 

Social worker, torn in two, 

This is only a taste of what I'll do. 

I'm coming from death, 

I'm coming from the pits, 

I'm coming for you." 

He looked around the room and nodded 
seriously. "Yeah," he said. 


ack shuddered as he spread some folders out 
across the dashboard. "Now, where are 
we? That was Howard Pope — he works in. 
J a primary school, lives at home, likes trains, 
checks out fine. Then the class is led by Mandy 
Pansy, apparently her real name. She'sa professional 
poet, though she's not had anything published for 
a few years... I wonder if she's the medium?” 
^The medium?" asked Gwen. 
“Yup,” said Jack. "lanto isn't the only visitor to 
this class. Something is transmitting itself into that 
room. And it's very old and very nasty." 


g ow!" Mandy clapped her hands. "As 

Î a group, we've really come somewhere 

The Muse is really with us tonight 

inspiring us alll” She beamed at the 

group. "Now, who's next — is there anyone of you 
who feels gripped?” 

Several hands waved. Mandy giggled. “Oh how 
wonderful for a professional poet to be in a room 
full of such gifted new voices. Yes Brian?” 

If Jack had been able to see, he'd have recognised 
the man he'd met in the Bay. Brian was still wearing 
his work clothes. He looked every inch the well- 
spoken, polite building society manager he was. 
He glanced round at the room, the light catching 
his spectacles and he laughed haltingly. “This isn't 
a poem as such. It's a meditation." 

"Okay," said Mandy. "The space is yours." 

“Its called Taking Out My Daughter's Eyes." 


s the applause died away, lanto shifted 
uncomfortably in his chair. Mandy sensed 
the movement and swung round on him. 
፳ oh?” she said, her smile as warm as ever, 
“Perhaps we've а critic in the room?” 

The group went quiet. Mandy took another 
step forward. “You're not from the Western 
Mail are you?” she winced as though at a painful 
memory. 

“No,” said lanto, standing up, "Im from 
Torchwood and this has got to stop now.” 

Mandy's hands slid onto her hips and she glared 
at him, “Torchwood is it? And what are they?” 

Howard stood beside her, equally grim. “Sounds 
like a vanity publisher to me.” 

At those words the group muttered and hissed. 
lanto coughed. “No, ah..." 

"A spy!" Mandy barked at him. "Polymnon has 
no time for spies!” 

*Polymnon!" roared the rest of the group. 

"Polymnon?" said lanto. 

Mandy took another step forward. "Words are 
powerful Mr Jones. And they can hurt. Let me show 
you how.." And she smiled an entirely different 
kind of smile. 


n the SUV, lanto's screams echoed over the 
headphones. 
"Oh my God," gasped Gwen, but Jack had already 
Ё bounded out of the car. "Stay here,” he yelled 
without even looking back. 


IT'S IN WELSH 


THE MIND'S EYE 


"PLEASE MANDY, I HAVE A РОЕМ ABOUT PLIERS 


" MANDY SNEERED AT ІАМТО. 


"I'M SURE MR JONES WOULD LOVE TO HEAR IT." 


olymnon brings you fire, 
Polymnon brings you despair, 
Polymnon brings you pain, 

Polymnon gives it you all again, 

Burn in Polymnon's deadly ire!” 

As the group chanted, lanto writhed on the floor. 
Mandy knelt down over him, her jewellery tinkling 
as she swept a hand over his forehead. "Poor baby,” 
she cooed, "Let me make the pain go away. Tell me 
you serve Polymnon." 

"No," lanto's voice was a whisper. “Pleas 
in so much danger. I've been sent to warn you: 

“Is that a threat?" laughed Mandy. Some of the 
others joined in. 2 

“No,” said lanto, “You don't know what you're 
dealing with." 

*Torchwood? You imagine you can scare me 
with that? We serve Polymnon." 

lanto struggled up onto an elbow and stared 
into Mandy's eyes, trying to make contact with her. 
«Polymnon. Whatever that is... Thats what you 
should be afraid of. Please, listen to me..." 

"Sad," Mandy stood, brushing herself down. 
“бай boy." 

Glenys's hand shot up. "Please Mandy, | һауе 
a poem about pliers. It's in Welsh.” 

Mandy sneered at lanto. “I'm sure Mr Jones 
would love to hear it.” 


(оште 


аск stood rattling the school doorway. It was 
sealed. An old lady strode past, walking her 
dog. She gave him a funny look, but Jack 
ignored her. 
He realised Gwen was stood beside him. "Told 
you to stay in the car," he muttered. 
“Yes,” she said, “Locked?” 
“Some kind of field," sighed Jack. "Going to take 
a while." 
"Whatever's beaming in there, it's getting bigger." 
“It would be," said Jack. "It's using the minds of 
those people as anchors to drag itself out of the Rift." 
"What is it?" 
Jack didn't answer, but stared at the door. 
“That bad then," sighed Gwen. 
и hat was wonderful, Glenys" said Mandy, 
looking sadly at the limp bundle on the 
floor. She turned back to Glenys. "He's 
passed out." 
“Praise Polymnon!" the group chorused. 
“Praise the Muse!" echoed Mandy. "Let us send 
our words out into the world!” 


he screaming and barking attracted Gwen's 

attention. She left Jack at the door. The old lady 

who'd passed them earlier now lay in the road. 

Her dog was keening by her. The old lady 
looked at Gwen. “Тһе gates are opening,” she hissed, 
“Polymnon is coming back.” 


Acar screeched to a halt, the driver tumbling out, 
head held in his hands. "Polymnon burns!" he cried. 

The old lady, moaning, dragged herself to her 
feet. Her dog backed away, whimpering. 

“Тһе gates of hell are open wide, 

Polymnon will no longer rest inside." 

Gwen looked up and down the street at the 
crying and moaning people, all of them starting to 
chant. She felt something pushing at her brain, like. 
a hangover, or concussion or just... She shook her. 
head and ran back to Jack. But he had gone. 

11 tep into our world, 
And claim your prize. 

Make it your world, 

See it through our eyes!” 

The poetry circle stood, holding hands and 
staring ahead, chanting the name of Polymnon over 
and over again. 

The classroom door banged open, and the group 
turned to stare at the newcomer. 

“You shouldn't have hurt lanto." Jacks voice 
was quiet. 

Mandy growled at him. "Another one?" she said. 
“Hear my words!” 

Jack shrugged. "You have nothing to say to me," 
he crossed to where lanto lay, unconscious. A thin 
trail of blood was leaking from his nose. Jack wiped it 
carefully away with his sleeve and then looked up. 

"Who did this?" he asked. 

Mandy began to speak but Jack shouted. "Not 
interested in you. Who did this?" 

Glenys stepped forward, pasting her „hands 
against her dress, suddenly nervous. “I did." 

Jack nodded, "Okay. And your name is?" 

"Glenys." 

"Right. Glenys." Jack laid lanto down softly, and 
stood up, all the time staring directly at her with his 
deep blue eyes. "Well Glenys, it's my turn. My name 
is Captain Jack Harkness and Im going to tell you 
a story.” 

Mandy had had enough of this. "Ignore him 
everyone! We must continue to send out the words 
of Polymnon. The great, the ancient muse! We must 
bring him into light." 

“Yeah,” said Jack. "But first I'm going to tell Glenys 
a story. Then you can get back to your poems." 

"They are not poems!" shrieked Mandy, "They are 
truths burned into the world." 

Jack ignored her. "A long time ago...” 


wen slumped for a moment against a bus 
shelter, her head ringing. She felt drunk — 
suddenly totally get-me-a-taxi hammered. 
Something had swooped on her brain, 
jumping up and down on it. 
She closed her eyes, just for a second, and felt 
herself sliding backwards and down, falling away. A 
cold sweat broke out on her forehead as she leant 


against the gravel. She just wanted to sleep. To 
sleep. To just-for-once give in. 

А5 Gwen slipped away, she felt something 
form in her brain. It was a word, it was a craving. 
It was Polymnon. 

AA R, ont time ago... Jack told the group, his 
voice carrying over their chanting, "There 

was a creature. It never had a body as 
such — it just about existed by borrowing. 
the brains of others. Some called it a parasite, some 
a shared thought. You know when you hear a song 
and you can't get it out of your head for days? It was 
like that. But very dangerous." 

Mandy stopped chanting and glared at him. 
“I won't hear this! This is blasphemy.” 

Jack shook his head, sadly. “No, no it’s not. It’s 
just a sad story about a creature very old and very 
lonely. It lived on Earth for millennia before man 
came along, teaching the birds to sing. And then 
— oh, | don't know the specifics, maybe one lonely 
evening round a campfire or something — it entered 
the brain of man. It found a clever caveman and 
told him to create something. It inspired people. 

To sing, to dance, to weave, to build.” 

Mandy looked at him, her expression exultant. 
“Yes! Yes! You praise Polymnon!” 

“Ah, well, по | don't. You see, Polymnon is 
а cunning little parasite. Smart brains are insecure 
brains. It crept into the minds of the clever and told 
them that they couldn't have done it without it. 

It made them worship it. But all the while... They'd 
done all the work themselves.” 

For the first time, Jack felt the chanting falter. 

He stared at Mandy, now sullenly glaring at him. 

“You lie,” she hissed. “Polymnon has inspired 
me! | shall do my best work in his name. | shall 
inspire the world with my words!” 

"Really?" said Jack. "And what were you before 
all this?” 

Mandy looked around the room. “Oh, | was . 
a proper poet.” 

“Proper?” . 

^| made a living. Not much, but a living. So then 
I started the evening class. And it kind of took over." 
Mandy, just for a second, faltered, She ran a hand 
through her hair and sighed. She seemed tired. 

*But..?" Jack pressed home his advantage. 
"Something happened, didn't it?" 

“My friend Jackie. She published a short book 
for kids about a puppy. It sold very well. 1... wasn't. 
jealous. | even asked her to speak at the group. Just 
to inspire the others. She sent me a one-line email 
saying she was busy. ‘On a book tour of America,’ 
And I'sat at home in the freezing kitchen looking at 
rain coming through the window | cduld never 
afford to mend. And that's when he spoke to me..." 

"That's when Polymnon entered your head.” 
Jack nodded. » 
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'Oh yes! 


enthused Mandy, all radiant smiles 
again. "He has promised me glory and success. Wild 
success. More success than Jackie will ever have 
Everyone will sing my song, My voice will be heard!" 

The group were swayed by this. "Polymnon! 
Polymnon! Polymnon!” they chanted 


wen woke up. She was slumped on a foul- 

smelling bit of pavement by the bus shelter 

А crisp packet drifted past. She winced, 

trying not to feel the terrible pounding 
іп her head. 

She stood up, unsteadily leaning against the bus 
shelter, ignoring the single word repeating over and 
over. Up and down the street, people were hunched 
on the ground, sobbing and wailing. She tried to 
walk by herself, to help someone, but her feet 
couldn't take her weight, and she staggered back 
against the Pot Noodle advert on the side of the 
shelter. For a second the lettering on the advert 
blurred. *Polymnon! Polymnon! Polymnon!" it read 

Gwen grimaced, and did what she always did in 
a crisis. She rang Rhys. 

"Hello love!" He answered it immediately. 
*Polymnon shall bathe in red! Polymnon shall feast 
on the dead!" 

Gwen stared at the phone in alarm. She tried 
shouting out Rhys's name, but he just sang 

"Polymnon! Polymnon! Polymnon!^ 

Gwen hung up. 


he chanting reached a pitch as the group stood 
behind Mandy. Jack faltered at the sheer wall 
of noise, and then forced out a thin smile 
1 didn't finish my story,” he said gently. 
| didn't explain how Polymnon was driven out, did I? 
Driven out?" screamed Mandy 
More or less,” said Jack. “It took a while 
Hundreds of years in which it grew fat on the brains 
of other people. But eventually... well, even an idea 
can go out of fashion. People stopped believing in 
Polymnon, and he drifted away into the Rift, where 
he's remained ever since. 
You're lying! 


Jack smiled. 


‘Am I lying, or just telling a good 


story?" He turned to the group. "Hey guys, what do 


you think?” 
Polymnon be praised!" shouted Howard 
haltingly. 
Sure," Jack was smooth. "Tell me — what do you 


really want?' 


Howard looked at Jack, and tugged at his hair. 
"For Polymnon to bathe in the blood of the unjust! 

"Really? is that really why you joined 
a poetry group?” 

"For Polymnon to devour! For Polymnon to rule! 
To praise Polymnon." 

“Or to meet girls?” 

Howard blinked. "Actually, there is something in 
that. I've been through a messy divorce, see and...” 

^| see," said Jack. He turned on Glenys. 
"And you?" 

Her voice was little more than a whisper, “I just 
wanted to express myself.” 

Mandy spun round. "No! No! What is this?" 

"The truth," said Jack, not even looking at her. 
"And what about you?" He jabbed Brian in the 
shoulder. The man's eyes were sunk to the ground 
“1 dunno. | was bored, | guess. Polymnon be praised" 

“You were bored?” 

"Yeah." 

"And what's Polymnon really going to do 
about that?" 

"He'll let me... Oh, I'm not exactly clear.” 

Slowly, steadily, like an old clock, the chanting 
wound down. The members of the group didn't 
meet each other's eyes. They just stared at the 
scuffed floor. 

Jack and Mandy stared at each other, 

"Well?" Jack smiled, "Aren't you going to 
say something?" 


wen felt her head clearing. It was a physical 

sensation, like she'd been carrying a heavy 

weight on her shoulders. The terrible roaring 

voice in her head became a buzzing whisper 
She staggered unsteadily forward, gently helping 
a baffied old man onto a bench. Typical Gwen 
Cooper, make sure you're okay by doing a bit of 
good work. The street was full of bewildered people, 
slowly picking themselves up off the floor. Gwen 
went to help them. 


he classroom was silent. Mandy continued 
to glare at Jack, unblinking 
Jack met her full in the eyes 
smiling. 
Mandy broke the silence. 
Polymnoni" she cried. 
No one took up the chant 
She repeated the cry, her 
undimmed. 


He wasn't 


Polymnon, Polymnon, 


enthusiasm 


*Polymnon shall destroy the unbelievers at his 
moment of arrival." 

Jack held up a hand. "Sorry, my phone's going 
Gotta get this.” 

Itwas Gwen. “Тһе whole street went mental, but 
it's stopped now.” 

"Yes," said Jack, “Its over. We'll be out in 
a minute. Just one or two dull details to iron out." 
He hung up and turned to Mandy. 

"You were saying?" 

"Polymnon shall triumph! So long as he is 
believed in, he exists." 

"Absolutely," Jack said, “I couldn't agree with 
you more." 

Down on the floor lanto groaned, and opened 
his eyes. He rubbed his head, finding Jack by his 
side. Jack helped him to his feet. lanto let Jack take 
his full weight for a second and then stood apart. 
"Hello again,” lanto said, his voice still weak, 
"| never stopped believing in you." 

"Didn't doubt it,“ said Jack. "Sorry | got here 
late,” He gestured to the rest of the group. "Well, 
I think we should let bygones be bygones. Why 
don't you take them to the cafeteria and help 
them choose new evening classes over а cup of 
tea, eh?” 

lanto nodded, wiping the blood from his chin. 
“Yeah,” he muttered. He turned to Glenys, who 
looked down at the floor. He patted her on the 
shoulder, "Come on," his voice was gentle, "I think 
there's a course in metalworking you'd love," 

lanto and the poetry class left the room. 


ack and Mandy stood alone. 
"Well, there we are then,” said Jack, "In about 
a quarter of an hour, lanto will make sure 
none of them even remember Polymnon." 
^I still believe,” she told him fiercely, her voice 
echoing around the empty room. 

“Is that so?" sighed Jack. “Well, l'm sorry, but 
that's not enough.” 

*Not at all," laughed Mandy, her eyes flashing 
with triumph, "This is the final confrontation 
| don't need those weaklings! | am a being of unique 
talents. Polymnon has told me so. | can destroy you 
with just a single song." 

“Why bother?" Jack shrugged, “There'll be no 
one here to hear it. No one cares any more. You сап 
rave away all you like, but no one's listening." 

And Jack Harkness turned on his heel and 
walked away. | 
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THIRTY-ONE TELEVISION EPISODES, FOUR RADIO PLAYS, 
ONE THOUSAND, EIGHT HUNDRED AND SEVENTY-FIVE 
MINUTES. THAT'S HOW MUCH ACTION AND ADVENTURE 
WE'VE ENJOYED SINCE TORCHWOOD FIRST HIT OUR TV 
SCREENS BACK IN 2006... 


and now, Torchwood magazine wants you 10 choose You can choose any single scene, or moment from 
the very best moments from more than 31 hours of a scene (from any TV episode or full-cast radio play), 
great storytelling, sparkling dialogue and unforgettable and you can choose it whether it makes you laugh, cry, 


characters. Which moment will you choose? scream or shout. Just remember to tell us why you 
Will it be a tender scene between Jack and lanto? ^ chose it! We'll reveal your top picks next issue, along 

A heated exchange between Gwen and Rhys? Maybe with the best comments. Entries must be received by 

a moment when Owen saves the day with a sarcastic 21 November, so get writing today! Either fill in the 
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More time. BEST MOMENT to torchwood@titanemail.com 


From the episode: 


Address: Because (in 50 words or fewer): 


Му favourite Torchwood moment is 


| | d 4 » TORCHWOOD @ 
— ; 4 


= 


@ токснноод 


ІМ THIS ISSUE'S BEYOND THE HUB, KATE LLOYD TRACES 
THE CHANGING FACE OF SHAPESHIFTERS, FROM ANCIENT 
MYTH TO MIRACLES OF MOTHER NATURE! 


wen Cooper has had a few close calls in 
her time at Torchwood, but few came 
closer than Something Borrowed in 
series two. After all, it's not every day 
you come under deadly attack from 
strangers, your boss, and your fiancé's 

mum! Of course, all of these were in fact not 

who they appeared to be, but rather Nostrovite 

imposters, a species described by Captain Jack 

as “carnivorous alien shapeshifters with a taste 

for human flesh." So that's alright, the 

This handy ability to change its appearance at 
will explains just why this was one of Gwen's most 
affecting encounters. We trust what we see, and 
we rely on visual identification to make judgements 
about the world. When we can no longer rely o! 
the evidence of our own eyes, the world becomes 
a much trickier place in which to operate. 

Yet Gwen is by no means the first to find that 
appearances can be deceptive. In myths and 
legends, and in the natural world, a cavalcade of 
creatures can be found with intentions to deceive 
the eye. You simply have to know where to look: 


HIDDEN TRADES 


Are you sitting comfortably? Then let's begin in 
the world of storytelling. Shapeshifting has been 
а common theme here for thousands of years, 
with tales of Greek gods forever disguising 
themselves in earthly forms, and Norse gods 
changing sex, mostly for a bit of a laugh. In Mayan 
mythology, the Mestaclocan is a shapeshifter 
that takes on the form of an eagle, to revive 
another eagle that is dying. The two birds then 
live together happily ever after. 

Such altruism is not common in shapeshifters 
though. Many folklore tales from around the world 
depict such beings as deceivers and tricksters, 
using their powers to harm or even kill unwary 
humans. Werewolves and vampires are perhaps 
the most famous examples, but there are plenty 
more for whom shapeshifting is not just a skill, 
but their very raison d'étre. 

Take the case of the Changeling, for example. 
While it looks just like a human baby, it is in fact 
the offspring of a fairy, or troll, left in place of 


the real child, with the human parents 
none the wiser. Or the Selkie 
(encountered іп these very pages 
by Captain Jack, in TWM 

14), a staple of Scottish 

folklore, which can shift 

its appearance between 

a human and a seal, by 
shedding its seal skin. 

Most selkie folktales tell 

of men who steal this 

seal skin in order to keep 

their selkie wife on land. 

Should the selkie be fortunate 
enough to find her pelt, she 

will swiftly return to the sea, never 
to be seen again 


It's easy to see how these folktales 
grew from a need to explain difficult 
real-life events: a problem child 
blamed on fairies; an unhappy 
or absent wife explained 
away as a selkie... But 
surely we've outgrown 
such things in our 
modern society? Perhaps 
not, when you consider 
the current obsession with 
vampires in Twilight, True 
od and the like, and all 
the other seemingly everyday 
humans that walk among us 
with a secret identity in countless 
other books, films and TV shows. It » 


FOLKLORE FROM AROUND THE WORLD 
DEPICTS SHAPESHIFTERS AS TRICKSTERS 
USING THEIR POWERS TO HARM ORKILL. 
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AXON ТӨ ZYGON 


Ten more shapeshifters from the 
Doctor Who universe 


= FACELESS ONES (The Face 


© TIME LORDS (first seen in The 
War Games, 1969) 


^: AXONS (The Claws Of Axos, 1971) 


| ZYGONS ( 


1975, pictured) 


тог Of T 


* RUTANS (Horror Of Fang 


1977, pictured) 
= MEGLOS (Meglos, 1980) 
= URBANKANS (Four То 
Joomsday, 1982 


© KRILLITANES (Sch 


2006, pictured) 


| PRISONER ZERO (The El 


Hour, 2010 ured) 


seems we're always struggling to come to terms 
with something, and wily shapeshifters are 

a handy metaphor for any hidden fear we can't 
pin down, whether real or imaginary. 


Not all shapeshifters are lucky enough to choose 
how and when to change, however. Another 
common theme in fiction is the enforced 
transformation, most famously represented in the 
public imagination by the prince who has been 
transformed into a frog. 

Written by the Brothers Grimm in the early 
19th Century, The Frog Prince sees a spoiled 
princess befriending an enchanted frog who, by 
the end of the story, morphs into a handsome 
prince. It's an oft-repeated tale that, in more 
modern versions, sees the transformation triggered 
by a kiss from the princess. But in the original 
version, the change takes place after the princess 
throws the frog against a wall in disgust! 

Typical brutality on the part of the aptly named 
Brothers Grimm? In fact, there was method in 
their meanness. According to folklore at the time, 
one way to undo shapeshifting magic was through 
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an act of violence. Indeed, in both The Tale Of 

The Queen Who Sought A Drink From A Certain 

Well and The Well At World's End, the heroine 

must behead the frog in order to break 

the spell that has transformed him 
There are plenty more 

examples of accursed or 

enchanted shapeshifters 

throughout modern 

fiction, from Beauty And 

The Beast (in which к 

Belle lifts the Beast s 

curse by learning to love 

him for who he is, not i 

how he looks) to The 

Chronicles Of Narnia 

(where Eustace is turned 

into a dragon until he repents 

his naughty ways). In each case, 

the transformation serves as 

a lesson for one or more characters, 

and represents a shift in attitudes, as well as 

a physical change 


It's very easy, then, to see why shapeshifting is 
such a handy storytelling device. It's an excellent 
way to advance a plot, convey a moral message in 
a memorable way, and, in the case of Torchwood, 
lure the audience into a false sense of security 
before scaring the bejesus out of them. But could 
it have any real-world application? You bet. Far 
from being confined to fiction, shapeshifting is in 
fact widespread in nature. 

While us humans simply grow into larger 
versions of our infant form — and have to part with 


considerable amounts of money if we wish to 
significantly alter our appearance — certain species 
have the ability of metamorphosis. Deriving from 
the Greek word for changing form, this 
is the biological process whereby an 
animal's body undergoes a major 
| physical change during its 
development. By far the most 
dramatic examples of this 
ТИМ ምም 
S the insect world. 
uos Take the butterfly. Its 
life cycle consists of four 
М distinct phases: egg, 
larva, pupa and adult. Тһе 
process begins when the 
adult female lays an egg on 
a host plant. Around five days 
= later, a tiny wormlike creature 
known as a larva (or caterpillar) 
emerges. The larva feeds on its own egg, 
before moving on to eat the plant on which it 
was born. This is the growth stage of the cyele, in 
which a caterpillar will shed its skin four times 
or more to accommodate its growing size. 

After several weeks of intense feeding, the 
caterpillar enters the pupal stage, where it attaches 
itself to a sturdy branch using sticky silk threads 
It then sheds its skin for the final time, after which 
a hard shell, known as a chrysalis, forms around 
its body. Inside this chrysalis, the caterpillar's cells 
break down entirely, transforming the creature 
into a jelly-like soup, in a process called histolysis. 
Transformative cells, which have been inert until 
now, then spring into life, and a whole new body 
begins to develop. By now, the caterpillar is long 
gone. What remains will become a butterfly. 


INSIDE A CHRYSALIS, A CATERPILLAR'S 


CELLS BREAK DOWN ENTIRELY, TURNING 
THE CREATURE INTO A JELLY-LIKE SOUP. 
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Known as holometabolous - or complete 
metamorphosis — this incredib! 
limited to butterflies, either. Though the end result 
is less dramatic, beetles, flies, ants, fleas and 
wasps all go through this four-stage cycle, before 
emerging as adult insects that bear little relation 
to their earlier forms. 


UNUSUAL CASES 


Beyond the insect kingdom, 
shapeshifting can also be 
‘observed in amphibians. 
Remember our friend the 
Frog Prince? Well, you 

don't even have to kiss 

a frog in the real world to 
see an extraordinary 
transformation. 


process isn't 


Every frog begins life as 
a jelly-like egg, living with 
a mass of other jelly-like eggs, 
known as frogspawn, either in or 
near to water. Each egg contains 
a single cell, which splits into two, then four, 
then eight, and continues exponentially until there 
are enough living cells to create an embryo. Over 
the next 21 days, organs and gills begin to form on 
the embryo, to create a tadpole — which breaks 
out from its jelly egg, and then eats it. Fragile and 
under-formed, the tadpole quickly attaches it 


a nearby plant for a week or so, before it begi 
swimming around and feeding on algae. After 
another 
tadpole's gills and tiny teeth form. After six to nine 

to sprout legs, its head 
becomes more distinct and its body lengthens. By 
the end of nine weeks, the tadpole looks like a frog 
with a very long tail, and a few week 
after that, the tail disappears 
altogether. The water-dwelling 


ur weeks, skin Starts to grow over the 


creature that swims with its 
ail has become an air- 
breathing, land animal that 
moves on four legs, all in 
the spa 


Finally, much like the 

Norse gods from earlier, 
some animals 

change their sex! СІ 

r example, live in group 

with one dominant female. I 

the female dies, one o! 


ill change sex 


е males 
lace. The 
erse process can also take place among 
the species Wrass: if the dominant male fish dies, 
either a 
transform into a brightly coloured dominant male. 


take its 


female or an ‘initial-phase’ male can 
So forget your Frog Princes and your selkie 

brides. Who needs fiction when yo 

working overtime? T 


Five films starring shapeshifters.. 


The particularly nasty alien 
can morph into the shape 

of any living creature it 

comes into contact with 

It doesn't mind the cold, 

either — which is bad news 

for the scientists stranded 

with itat an Antarctic research post! 


Arnold Schwarzenegger 
may have been a relentless 

meanie in the original, 

but at least he stayed the 

same shape! The T-1000, 

however, can meld itself 

into whoever or whatever it chooses! 


Brilliant (i.e. bonkers) 
scientist Seth Brundle slowly 
turns into a fly-human 
hybrid after an accident 

with a teleporter. At first, 
he makes the most of 

his newfound strength and 


athleticism. Then his penis drops off. 


David Kessler develops 
ycanthropic tendencies after 
being bitten by a werewolf 
But he doesn't realise what's 
happened, until his dead 
best friend turns up to tell 


him — and the grisly murders start 


In Disney's first feature: 
animation, the 

beautiful but jealous queen 

uses mummy dust, bla 

of night, old һар cackle 

and a scream of fright to 

become an old crone. Truly terrifying! 
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